“THE TERROR OF THE TONG!” its: Sc iz 


WANTED ! Snappy Jokes and Limericks. 


Here your Editor is pleased to answer questions and discuss 


interest. Write to iim: Bditor 
Lid., Fteeticay Bouse, Rarringdon Si 
‘wilt 

raises this, week—but which 


should also interest the majority 
‘of my boy readers ! 
ARE BOYS CONCEITED? 

My girl reader says they aro—definitel 
wo! sho ‘ndmita that ‘boys are. much 
‘moro Joyal frionds than. gt 
foomplains that they aro always 4 
of what they have done and the * thrills © 
which they have oxperioaced, and from 
thia sho deduces that they are " terribly 
eonceitod.” 

‘Now gather round, you fellows, and lot's 
geo if wo can reply to this chatgo which 
has been made against us! Firat of all, 

il admit that moat follows—my 
inoluded—like to talle about 
experiences they have hog, and 
anything that faa thrilled’ thera 

But. T can’t agtoo with my girl roader 
that thin cores. from’ their conceit. On 
the other hand, the average boy loves to 
bo up and doing,” and he likes to hear 
what other fellows aro doing. Bosides, it's 
only natural that he should want to 
emulate tho examples of others. “If boys 
didn’t do that, where would all the heroes 
of our Empire como from 3 It daeo a boy 
00d to talle about what he has dene and 
‘what ho would like to do. Tt gives him an 
incentivo to do greater things, and thus 
help on tho great. work: of progress, 

i the same, T would Hko to have tho 
opinions of my readers--both boys and 
Birle—on this subject. So next time you 
write to me, let me know what you think 
about itt 

‘And that brings mo to a letter which I 
have received from a boy who lives at 
Ghatham, and who is justly proud of one 
of his achiovemonta, “He wante to know 

IS IT A RECORD? 

‘When he spent his holidays he was lucky 
enough to epend them in Northorn Italy, 
where he crossed the famous Stelvio Pass 
into the Tyrol. ‘Tho Stelvio Pass, at ite 
highest point, is 9,000 feat above sea level, 
sand ho ‘8 few hours from tho 
broiling heat of the valley into the cold, 
ce-covered slopes of the. mountain. 
Shortly after his retarn to this country he 
had the opportunity of desconding the 
deepest coal mine in Eugland, the shaft 
of hich drops etraight down! for, 3,000 
fect. ‘Thorofore ho haa ‘been 9,000 feet 
above the earth and 3,000 fect below—a 
total distanes of 12,000 feet! Can any of 


ERE is an intepssting question 
‘which one of my. gis! readers 


WAS talking to a Merchant Service 
XL een 
REAL SEA 8068 
wot tho fourfooted variety. Most 


you felldwa beat that ? If 90 T would be 
my" acquaintance the 
other day, and he gave me some 
morchant ships, ho tells me, carry dogs 
Do it 


Very pleased to hear about it. 
interesting’ informetion concerning 
Now! 


pocket 


Send slong your Joke or your 
leather wallets 


TOPPING PRIZES OFFERED ! 


topics of 


authors, and the best 
of illustrations which, 
together with its gorgeous 
coloured cover, prosents one 
of the finest and cheapest 
presents one could wish to 
have, Bo sure you gobo 
copy—price 24, da, om sale 
everywhere: 


B 


Y the way, 
forgot 


I almost 


general 
‘Press, 


‘of the’ Magnet,” The Amalgamated’ , Beane 
treet, BCA. A stamped and addressed envelope ston, 
ensure a reply. useful 


aboard them, which are firm favourites 
with all the crew. In fact, there is quite 
considerable fon at nea, 

‘shipe almost 


the world innumerable times, 
Tn this country wo do not’ allow dogs 
to land without six months quarantine 


if they have been abroad, but othor 
countries are not eo particular, and the 
docks and wharves of many foreign ports 
are frequently crowded with dog * beach- 


combers ” waiting theit chance to " juuay 
8 ship # and be signed on as the vessel's 
mascot ! 


winning 


Angel, of 


A LITTLE MISLEADING! 


Mother : “ Bobby, I want you to be a 
really good boy while T amt 
“+1 be, good 
other.” 
1 want you 


that you cannot be my litte 
boy unless you are good for 
nothing 1" 

Frank will have recoived his penknife 
by now. 


Popular Book of Boys’ Stori 
former contains an extro-long complete 
story of your old fevouritee—Harry 
Whatton & Co, @ bool-length topping 
tale of Tom Merry & Co. of St. Jim's, 
rattling fine yarn’ of Ji 
of Rookwood, smashing 
coloured 


Story, euperd 
Purtlee “and ofter fine Piestires “too 
Romeroua to mention. This rest Wonder 
BOM ae 2gRt of a oye and gy 
ow "obtainable, from al” newsagents 
ice a." The Popular Book of Boye 
rica ie another Annval every boy aad 
‘Ecuilg yarns of edventore on tard and 
ore on land en 
se, wntion by the worlds, most famous 


Greyfriars Limerich—or 
and Shefficlé steel penkuives. 
‘“ Magnet,” 6, Carmelite Strect, London, 


y Silver & Co. 
motor-racing. 
plates, triela, 


€ Spi 


Doth—and win our ws 


wallet, Hare it in 


Sald Bunter, his back to the door: 
“With Qualehy I mop ap the Heer. 
in 


cam 
‘And heard al tho. do, 
Now for Bunter there's trouble In store. 


Here are two “ rapid-fire" replies :— 
‘The highest tide in England 1 (B. G. T.; 
of Waintloot.) ‘This takes place at Avon: 
mouth, whore, at Spring tities, tho rise of 
the tide is no foes than forty-two feet ! 

Can @ ship steer iteolf?” (C.R., of 
Cardigan.) Kos, dan instrament iengwn 
85 9 Gyro-Pilot allowa a course to be set, 
and then, when the ehip deviatos. from 
that ‘course an automatic dovioo works 
the steering gear to bring hes back ag 
‘ow to got on with the washing t 
When L arrived at the office this mornin 
after a hectio rush for tho (rain—one of 
ny colleagues remarked + 

* Hallo, Lee you've aill got your dog ! 

Then I’ mado tho discovery that my 
trousers were almost, covered with mud, 


: 
SS ornare ae 
woot, broken ettien. and—when I'm 


not fooking—even my hollyhocks ond 
marigolds! 

However, I've beon omulating Jot 
I've. beon digging things up, too—real 
good things!’ And the first of thom is 


“THE SOOURGE OF THE RED 
DRAGON 1” 
By Frank Richards, 
the long complete yam of the chums of 
Greyfriars which appears in our pages next 
week, Idug it out of the pile of manu- 
scripts which lies on my desk, and which 
jie assuming tremendous proportions— 
evidence of the good things which Z have 
in storo for you. 
Before long Til be digging up ano 
fine new serial for you, 


ut in the moan. 
time, George B. Rochester continues to 
the 


ng, ping with, ‘Tho  Fiving 
you will 


rand long instalment 
din next week's ixeue. 
going strong in Sur ceo pages white wat 
‘in ourcent while our 
fal shy eater sill alo do his tio Bt. 
=n, in addition to my chat and the sual 
winning jokes and limericks, there will 
be another interesting footer talk ‘by 
“Tear ee lied with jolt; 
ou eu wit 
fino reading mantler for atother ook; and 
then—lock out for further good things { 
‘YOUR EDITOR. 


prises of 
to: clo 


a efforts "tobe sent 


» ECA (Comp) 


HAKRY WHARTON & CO. IN DIRE PERIL AT SINGAPORE 


‘THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
ranges for Bunt 
Qa INGAPORE ” 
“Glorious!” 
“ Gee-lorious !” 
Ohorry_ omy 
a J 


Harry Wharton’ & Co., standing 
dock, gazed, acrosa shining blue. waters 
at hills clad with tropical verdure. 

Billy Bunter sprawled in a deckch 
his oyos half-closed behind his 
apectactes. 

Bunter had no eye for scenery. 

Tho yacht hed threaded her way 
among ‘lovely islands, wooded to, the 
water's edge, mirrored in the smiling 
sea. Now tho great harbour of Sing: 

lay before the eyes of the Grey- 

Flare voragers Billy: Bunter opened 
his eyes and turned his head, but be 
did not trouble to rise. Ho blinked 


“It’s bow” he said. “Not so beastly 
hot as the beastly Red Sea. But 
beastly hot !” 

“The warmfulness is a boonful bloss. 
ing, my estcemed fat Bunter,” remarked 
Hutreo Jamset Ram Singh. 

“You blessed niggers 
fried,” granted Bunter, 

“My esteemed fathead—" 

“Brrrl Scorched in the Mediter- 
ranean, baked in the Red Sea, fried on 
tho Indian Occan, and now we'ro goin 
to bo cooked at Singapore!” grumbl 
Bunter. “I hope it's not ¢0 hot as 
this in_Chinal What is it like in 
China, Wan Lung 


boing 


Holiday adventures with a 
real live kick in ’em . . . 
Unlimited thrills for Harry 
Wharton & Co.—and YOU! 


Sleepily at the Famous Five. 
“Eat, 30 (Om oe 
“Glorious I” repeat fart arton. 

ppiksny have wo got to China asked 
anton, 

“Not quite,” grinned Bob Cherry. 

“Only, about another thougend miler 3 


bcrant 4 

“Oh dear! said Bunter, 

“Get up and look at Singapore, you 
fat slacker!” said Frank Nugent. '“Do 
you want to go half, round the world 
with your eyes shut 2” 

“Oh! Te that Singapore?” asked 
Bontor. “Anothor beastly hot place” 
wile, sere Singapore en “indifferent 

ink. 

“Not a0 good as Margate, if you ask 


Lon, mg hat 
Oh, my bat I 
Bunter grunted. 


“Velly nicey_in China, fat ole 
Buntee i” answered Wun Lung. “All 
China velly nicey.  Velly plotty, relly 


nicey warm. In Canton, plenty ai 
Kittle fat piggee Jan about, just like 
fattoo ole Buntes.” 

“You heathen !” 


you fellows, what are 
Jou elering at? can’t seo aosthing to 
Hinze at : 
“Look at those lorely islands——" 
“Oh, blow the islands” 
“Look at that lovely hill- - 
"Tye secon hills boloro; 
“What is there to lool 


runted 
atin 


grunted @ 


FRANK RICHARDS 
MASTERPIECE! 


“Thore’s a Chinese junk 
iatheaded-looking sort of thing, isn'« 

itt” said Bunter. “How tho thump do 

they get a thing like that about?” 

“‘Thoro's a sampan stacked with 
Malays. 1 expect thoir grandfathers 
wero pirates!” eaid Bob. * 

“Looks us if, thoy might, be 
selvea!” grunted Bunter. Ho 
himself in tho dockchair again. 
sort of thing is ail thoré is to soo T may 
3 well have a nap till wo got in.” 

“Look at tho sky 1" hooted Bob. 

“The sky?” Bunter gave a puztled 
blink upward. “What about the sky!” 

“Jov ky as blue as that at 
Margate?” demanded Bob. 

Sniff from Bunter. 


Looks like 
to me.” Bunter yawned. 
jomething worth aecing 
hore, 

e's a tramway ashore,” en 
Bob sarcastically. “I dare say’ you’ 
like to look at the trams.” 

“Ha, ha, ha 

“Weil, yes,” agreed Bunter. “T' 
like to Sco something civilised. ‘Th 
show looks to me moro liko « pigtui 

a real place, I'm glad there's 
trams.” 

And the fat Philistine closed his eyes 
behind his speotacles, quite indifferent 
to a scono of tropical beauty, 

But "the ehuns of the Remove con- 
tinued to look about them with keen 
and interested eyes 

‘A sampan, louded with fruit, glided 
closo to the yacht as sho threaded her 
way at a leisirely rate to her anchorage, 

A bronze-skinned Malay. in e flaring 
red sarong that fairly blazed in, tho 
strong sunlight, glanced up at the faces 
of the schoolboys over the yacht’s ra 
and smiled, with « flash of dazling 


“Thank goodness. no! 
lue, 


Reckitt’s BI 


granddad was 
irate?” grinned Bob, i 

ft was probable enough—indeed, it was 
possible that the gentleman in the red 
sarong dabbled in a little piracy him- 

If in out-of-the-way corners among the 
islands. 

Just now, however, ho scemed to be 
in the fruit trade. Big bainboo baskets 
Packed with ripo oranges were stacked 
In the sampan, and. clusters of fat 
bavanas hung all round it, 
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‘Loom, at that, Bunter,” said Bob. 
“ae 

“Food !” said Bob temptingly.. 

Bunter sat up end took notice at 
ones. 

‘That magic word stirred him as no 
other could have done. Miles of ‘the 
most brilliant tropical scenery might 
‘ave glided by bion unheeded. “But food 

ood. 


; Y, you fellows, I'm hungry !” 
he, sai 

“My dear man, you needn’t mention 
that, as it's two’ Bours since brekker, 
and’ you ate only enough for seven!” 
chuctiled Bob, “Feast your eyes now, 
Bunter |. Look at those podgy bananes! 
Look at those lovely red oranges! Some- 
thing worth seeing a last.” 

Bob was right. “Bunter had found at 
least, cne sight, wt Singapore that was 
worth tho izouble of leoking at He 
fixed his eyes anu his spectacles on. the 
stacked fruit in the sampan that glided 
almost under the rail of the yacht. His 
fat, mouth watered. 3 

“T say, you fellows, lend me a silver 
dojlar—” 

“ Bow-wow 1” 

“Yah!” Buntor ran his fat hands 
through his pockets end extracted a 
silver dollar of his own. He had 


& tongue that was quito unknown to 
Buntor. ; 

“What a Tot of these ignorant savages 
can't speak English!” snorted Bunter 
contemptuously. 

What o Jot of- ignorant  fatheads 
gan't speak Malay!" remarked Bob 


cherry. 
"Yah! Tsay, gimme somg oranges !” 
called out Bunter. “Mind you givo 


me good ones! Sec?” 

‘Tho sampan was quite close, but 
Bunter shouted at the top of his voice. 
Bunter nover could get it out of his 
head that a foreigner could be made 
fe understand English by shouting at 


‘The man in the red sarong held up a 
‘double handful of lovely oranges, red 
and ripe. Bunter nodded, and the 
Malay put the oranges into a small 
rash basket, latehed the lid, and tossed 
it deftly on board the yacht.’ Tt dropped 
beside Bunter. 

Bunter tossed the silver dollar, and 
the Malay caught it in a bronze hand 
‘and salaamed politely. 

Bunter thrust open the rush basket, 
grabbed on orange, and immediately bit 
‘At open, its ed a considerable por- 
tion of his fat features into it—which 
was Bunter’s elegant way of eating an 
orange. 

Nice 


7” asked Bob, with a grin, 
“Mmmmmrmmmemmm Bunter gur- 


gled happily. 

“Hallo, “hallo, hallo? ‘That chap 
teems excited about something,” ro- 
arked Bob Cherry, glancing -at the 

lay. 

‘the sampan had edged away from the 
slowly gliding yacht. Now it edged 
back again, and the man in the red 
sarong ‘houted to the schoolboys, in his, 
own tongue, with considerable” excite- 
ment in his face, his eyes and tecth 
flashing ata great rate. He held up 
the silver dollar, waving it in the air. 

“What on earth's up?” asked Bob, 
“We seems waxy about something.” 
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He 
the like tho look of the Malay at all. 


“The waxfulness ecems ter: 
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singt 
Bunter withdrew a juicy face from 


the 
1G all right, you fellows! I expect 
he wants to give me some change! He 
an keep the change! I believe in 
treating these niggers generously.” 

‘Tho sampan pashed under tho rail of 
the Silver Star, till it almost bumped, 
daneing on the wash of the yacht. | Still 
holding up the dollar, the Malay feirly 
screamed. 

“Do you understand that lingo, Wun 
Lung?” asked Harry. 

“No savy.” 

“You, Inky?” 

“The knowfulness is not terriGe.” 

“Well, he’s bothered about some- 

jy said Wharton pussled. 

“Tsay, you fellows, he can keep 
change 


Foal, 
“Its not that, ass” 

“Tsay, what aro wo crawling like this 
for?” asked Bunter irritably. “Why 
can’t we move? re going as slow a 
that clumsy ii 

Took of that 
may have 
to the mate to go quicker, you fellows.” 

“Fathead 


re 


Tho Malay brandished the silver 
dollar in the air. It was clear that he 
was. excited 


did not 


He turned juicy face towards th 
gxeited native and waved a juicy fa 
and at him, 

You _bunlc ” 


sudteod he £5 
aig he fs 
crane ad hurled ee 


fat, juicy orany 
nnter’s fat, nose, 
ed and 


roared. § 
catching 


ro Ratt! gasped Bas Gh 

my abl” erry. 

“What tho thump “ 
“Hero, chuck it!” roared Wharton. 


THE MAGNET 
Four go swinging jel ah" 
sYou—you—you emberzling 


“You—you gave the man a bad 
dollar for his oranges! “You—you—you 
oh, there im't a word for you! 
Collax him, and, 1) stall the, giddy 
oranges down his back I" gasped Bo 


“T-1 say, you fellowe— Leggo! 
Keop off | Yaroooht Help! Ohi ‘Ow! 
Beasis| Te was a gogd dollar— 
Yaroooh! Gerrrrerrrth |” - 

Bunter gurgled horribly as juicy 
oranges were squeezed down his back. 


He wriggled and writhed and roared. 
But the Greyfriars fellows were bent on 
making the punishment ft the crime; 


and orange alter orange was stuifed 


down the fat junior’s back till they wero 
all gone, Then Bob Chorry squeezed 
junch of bananas after them. 


There!” he gasped. “Now try to 
fat Head that honesty is 


“Ob, rotters! Beasts!” he 
gurped. Ow! I'm sticky! Ow! I'm 
jrribly sticky! Wow! Oocooogh |” 


The chums of the Remove resumed 
watching the scenery. Billy " Bunter 
Htaggered, down, below.” He wanted 
wash and a change—and ho wanted 
them badly, “Ho was altogether too 
fruity for comfort. The Owl of the 

ove did not reappear on deok till 
the Silver Star was at anchor in. the 
harbour; and then thero was still a 
fruity aroma clinging to him. 


THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
Ashore at Singapore ! 


ERRERS LOCKE smiled. as ho 
fat, down to. lunch ith tho 
reyfriare party, in tho saloon 
of tho Silver Stef, Through the 
open ports, there were glimpses of the 
ofowded harbour, ships of all nations, 
innumerablo " seimpans, | manned by 
oF Chinese, Tho Baker 

read the thoughts of 
the schoolboys. They wero eager for'n 
Fun chore; €0:¢00 the tho it 


“What are you up to? that was Ani 
“Ow! Keep him off” yelled Bunter. Locke gave good: 

“Owl! Yaroooh! I say, you fellows, humoured nod. 

oep that boast away! I didn’t know it | “’There's.no reason why you should 

was a bad dollar! Oh dear!” ot Pay iit,” he said. 
What?” roared Bob. "Sut Wan Lung must remain on bo 
You—you—you fat villain!” gasped Thero are thousands of Chinese in 

Wharton. “You've spoofed him with a Singapore; and I havo no doubt that 

dud dollae—" there are, mi bers of the 


“Ow! How was I to know it was 
bad dollar?” gasped Bunter. “I didn’t 
know, of course. 2h Bot I think it 
wan a good one, ‘These niggers ares 
Suspicious lot. A boastly Mager gave 
me that bad dollar at Penang. so why 
thouldn't T lend if on another beastly 
er? Besides, it was a good one— 
Perfectly good.” 

“ou=geu zou" gasped Wharton. 

He understood now the frantic excito- 
ment of the pratlemen in the red sarong. 
Hastily ho drew a good dollar from bis 
pocket, and tossed it into the sampan. 
The man in red picked it up, tested it 
with his strong white teeth, id 
salaamed. He was satisfied now, and 
the sampan sheered off. ‘ 

‘Tho juniors gathered round Billy 
Bunter. Tey, eyed him in a way that 
ane alsrtned a ae 

“You fet, spoefing porpoise!” sai 
Bob. er 
“Oh, really, Cherry——” 


Mandarin Tang Wang’s ' ton 
‘ean be no doubt that the Silver Star is 
watched for here, Ioan take no risks 
with Wun Lung.” 

“ Allee light,” murmured Wun Lung. 
“Mi stoppoo slong ship.” 
“But the rest may be 
ashore,” said Ferrers Locks. 
trust ‘you not to wander too far, 

Wharton, or to Jand in any trouble?” 
“Yes, rathor 1” 
“ite! all, rights Mr. Tosko,” 
Bunter. "I shall be with then, 
look aftor them, as I usually do.” 


‘Thero 


Tl 
“Fathead 1” said Bob Cherry politely. 


"Oh, really, Cherry—" 

“It's hard cheeso on Wan Lung,” 
Harry. | “But I euppose he’s safer stick- 
ing to the ship.” 

Me alleo light,” said the Chineso 
junior cheerfully, “Me no wantee killy 
along Singapore.” 

Ferrers Locke nodded. 

#Y have no doubt that the agents of 


EVERY SATURDAY 


Tang, Wang are on the watch, and look; 
ing for 1 chance to get at Wun Lung,” 
ke said. “It is my duty to hand him 
‘over safely to his father at Canton. We 
have had too many narrow escapes, to 
take unnecessary risks.” 

.tWo've seen noting of tho brutes 
sinca we passed the Red Sea,” remarked 
Nugent. “You don’t think that Tang 
‘Wang has chucked it, Mr. Locke?” 

“Not in the least. ‘Tho Mandarin 
‘Tang Wang cannot, afford to chuck it, 
as you express it,” said Locke. “He 
would ' lose face,’ as they at in China. 
Ho is the chief of  powerlul. tong—: 
secret sovicty—and he has given the 
order that Mr. Wun Chung Lung shall 
Pay threo, thousand tacls, or his. son 
shall bo killed. Mr. Wun has very 
Rightly refused; and the attempts on 

fun Lung’s life have followed. ‘Tan 
Wang connot admit defeat—he woul 
oso faco—loso the respect of his tong if 
ho allowed himself to be defeated by « 
Canton merchant. Others, from whom 
‘the tong seeks to extract money under 
threats” wouid | folloy | Br. Wan's 
examplo nod, if he successful 
defied the tong. % 


‘The excited native suddenly stooped, caught up al 
‘as the 


the brutes when he gets home?” asked 
Bob. 


| “Plenty safeo!” said the Chinese 
junior. 

Ferrers Locke smiled. 

Wun is a very rich merchant,” 

"Ho keeps probably fifty to 
» hundred servants. Wun Lung will 
‘bo well taken care of in his father's 
hduso. I shall have no further fear for 
him onco ho is safe at home, Until 
than we must take every care.” 

“Are there many tongs in China?” 
asked Bob. 


‘gangsters 
‘And. the 


serves his turn. He is descended from 
tho ancient Ming emperors of China, 
and desires to restore that dynasty in 
his own person. So far as I can 
father, he seeks now {o raise sioney for 
is, war chest.” 

Cherry. 
sort of 


famous, masts 
reigned a long HN they 
were displaced by the Ching—” 

“The Ching ?” 


“Yes. ‘That is the Manchu dynasty, 
which reigned till the recent revolution’ 
As you know, China is a republic now, 
and split up ‘into sections, governed by 
various tu-chuns—" 


are scrambling for the wreckage. 
ths stato of China is not so lawiess 23 
you might judge by. the European 
Papers." Business a3 usual” goes on, 
Tdoubl whether we shell sce an¥ sign of 
tho fighting, though it_gocs_ on anter- 
ittently all the time. The Chinese do 
not take war very seriously, because 
they are a sorious people and Keep their 
fatention on business. It is probable 
that millions of Chinese have never even 


nodded. 
ke savvy China velly 
muchee,” he remarked, 


Yun Lu: 


mn orange, and hurled it at Bunter. Squash ! “ Yatoogh!”” yelled Bunter, 
‘big, fat, juicy fruit smashed on his nose. 


5 
“But has Tang Wang any chance of 
getting away with it?” asked Johnny, 
Bull. 

“Tt is very probable, I, for one, do 
not believe that a republic will survive 
in Chins,” answered Ferrers Locke. 
“The Manchu may return—or there 
say be another Ming dymasty_on, more 
probably, one of the war lords will 
ultimately make himself emperor—a sort 
of Chinese Napoleon Bonaparte. 
* Young China,’ as they eall the reform- 
ing patty, is very strong in the treaty 
ports—strong in’ many. places—but 1 
think Old China will prove stronger in 
the long run. At Hong Kong, for 
instaneo, vou will gee few Chinese with 
Pigtails} tho reformed Chinese has cut 
off his queue. Many Chineso havo had 

By force, by soldiers 


their pigtails cut off 


of the reforming factions. But, China 
has changed very little’ in the last 
twenty-five centuries, and somo 
observers think that the present, changes 
fare little more than skin-deep.”” 

“But Japan changed 
thoroughly,” remarked Wharton. 

G is not China, To our 
European eyes a Japanese is very much 
like @ Chinese. In actual fact, they are 
utterly dissimilar—moro so than the 
English and the Spaniards. Neither 
hhas tho change in Japan gone <0 far as 
most white men fancy,” added Locke, 
with a smile. “‘Tho East is still, the 
changeless East—under the surface.” 

“Tm jolly glad we're going to have 
‘a look at China, anshow,” said Bob 
Cherry, “and we're not afraid of, tho 
tongs—not even of a pair of tongs!” 

“ila, ba, ha!” 

Ferrers, Locke rose from_ the tablo, 
and the jaiors followed his example. 
Keen as they were on their visit to the 
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Qolestial Empiro—now a more or less 
Colestial “Republic—they were more 
interested at the moment in Singapore, 


hich was their last stop before Hong 
‘ong. 

‘Wun Lung remained contentedly on 
board the Silver Star, playing a solo 


gam of chess in the saloon, while the 
Famous Five and Billy Bunter went 
‘ashore with the detective. 

Locke pointed out the road into the 
town to the juniors, and entered an 
‘office, leaving them to walk on. Harry 
Wharton & Co. wero glad of a cvalk to 
stretch their legs after a long voyage. 
‘Not so William George Bunter. Bunter 
was not fond of walking, and about 


fifty yards) was ‘always enough for 
Bunter. 

"T say, you fellows, here's @ car!” 
exclaimed Bunter, stopping to blink at 


& handsome motor that was drawn up 
by the tondside, “Fancy motor-cars 
here, you know P? 

“Fathead! ‘There are hundreds of 
here!” anid Harry. 
“Well, the beastl 
civilised’ than it looks 
remarked Bunter. 

yo ch 

don't 
taxi 

‘Blessed if I know; but that car ian’t 
taxi, anyhow. Come on!” 

“Hold ont” repeated Bunter. 

Ho blinked at tho car, Tt was an 
‘eapensivo. ‘and. bandsomely-appointed 
ear, and obviously not plying for hire. 
A ‘darkskinned Arab chauffeur stood 
1 as a statue, aml inside the 
® plump 7 gentleman, 
in white ducks with a brilliant 
t cummerbund. Bunter blinked at 


fea 
him, 

“I any, you follows, let's ask this 
nigger if Wwe can hire the car,” he said, 


“PI stand treat! 
worey about that” " 
“Shut up, you ess! He may under- 
stand English” 
{cRubbish! Besides, T don't mind « 
nigger me im 8 nigger. 
Riggers are aiggers, aren't they? Look 
here, we can make him understand by 
I dare say he'll drive us 
into town foro dotler. Lot of rot it 
seems to me, a nigger having e car like 
this at all!” I don't really approve of 
it, Thelieve in keeping niggers in their 
places. 
‘Will you shut up?” hissed Bob 
Cherry. 

“No, I won't! You fellows are too 
jolly particular about theso cashed 
hatives,” said Bunter. “Besides 
doesn't’ understand English—he ‘rks a 
silly sort of fathead.” 

“My esteemed Bunter—” 
‘Shut up, Inky! I want this 
aid Bunter. “Look hero, if he won 
Jet us havo it, what about kicking him 


‘You fellows needn't 


signs, see? 


out of it?” 


“What?” gasped Nugent. 
“Wall Baliee in, fo 
hand with niggers. It’s the 
Keeping thom te 
he'll understand 


u 
tomb, 


‘With tho other podgy 
Pointed to the town. 

Catch on?” asked Bunter. 
stand! Bother the black image! Can’t 
you understand that we want to hire 
the car, blow you?” 

“T Understand perfectly !” answered 
tho Malay” gentleman in excellent 


sand he 
“Under. 


No. 132— UNDER FALSE 
COLOURS 


samy Silvercaushta bucglacl Jimeny 
Wer lost hyn Bat ji 


‘bet Siam 


and 
‘Silver 
found ost in the end. 
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No. 131—THE MOONLIGHT 
FOOTBALLERS 

The football ground placed out 
of bounds! Barred from playing 
football as the result of a jape! 
It’s « bitter blow Harry Wharton 
& Co. receive from their Form 
‘master —just when the Soccer 
season is starting! But there ere 
‘ways and means of defeating even 
this drastic fiat. And the footer 
team of the Greyfriars Remove 
js not slow to take advantage of 
‘one of them. You'll cpioy bt 
topping story immensely. Get 
a % to-day. 
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English. “I regret that I cannot lend 
you my’ car.” 

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter. Even 
Bunter ‘was a little abashed at dis 
covering that the native geatloman had 
understgod every word he had uitered. 

‘The chums of the Remove crimsoned 
with mortification. Harry Wharton 
Hopped quickly to the car, zaising his 

at. 


are corry, sir!” ho eaid. 
20, let _mo spologico for this fat 
fool. We are going to kick him for his 
bad’ manner 


nothing, Tuan!” he said. 
Wharton turned to Billy Bunter, He 

fitsped him by tho collar and swung 
im round. ‘There was a yell of antici- 


© pation from Bunter. 


‘Ow! I say, you fellows—varoooh !”” 
Dribble hi !” said Bob Cherry. 

I s8y—whoooooop !” 

Bunter had not wanted to walk into 


tho town, rant Behind him 
ran. thi kicking in turns, 

ah lowe—yarrroooop !* 
roared Beastel I'l jolly 


inter, 
well—whooooop ! Yow-ow-ow-ow-owl” 
Every time, Bunter lagged & boot 
bohind him belped hia on. “Ho ran and 
dodged and yelled and howled, stream: 
Again and 
¥ in and again a 
‘clumping boot started him afresh. Ha 
hopped and howled, and howled and 
hopped. Astonished’ stares were turned 
on the party from all sidos; Malays, 
Arabs,“ Chineto, “‘Dyaks, ‘Tamils, 
Hindoos, and Burmese stared at them in 
‘amazoment. But the juniors did not 
heed. ‘They felt that Buntor required « 
lesson in ‘and Buntor was get- 
ting it. they wore tired did 
they ceaso to dribble Bunter. By that 
time Bunter was moro than tited, 


THE THIRD CHAPTER, 
A Ride in a Rickshaw I 


“ PINRICKSHA, wr?” 
‘Tho rickaaw coolio bowed and 
a ireptiar unirg 
fazry Wharton & Co. stopped. 
‘They had been strolling about Singa 
pore for a couple of houry, and had 
decided to pay a visit to the Botanical 


Gardens, where Locke bad told them 
that ‘& wonderful collection, of orehide 
had had enough 


was to be seen. Tl 


ike this 


“Tsay, 
shaw?’ 'Buntar panted up. 
Bag that rickshaw! wan 
“Bunter wan in a bad vemper. 


“Don't you 
iy 


He had 
rolied around with the Famous Five for 
& couple of hours, frowning. | Bunter 
did not like being kicked, He often 
deserved it, but he never liked it. Many 
times Bunter bad complained that 
did not receive the treatment he 
deserved. Now ho had received it, and 
still he was not satisfied, 


frowns did 
ive. Bunter's 
them by like 

they regarded 
‘Bunter fairly pented with relief at he 
grabbed jhe rickshaw. " His fat little 
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legs were tired, and he was nob i the 
mood for any more welone. 

Pho coolio—a Chinese, clad in little 
more then a loincloth—grinned and 
bowed to Buntor. 

“Fine carriage, sar! One dollar, sar! 
Take you somewhere, sari” 


Laay, you fellows—’ 
“We'd better keep together,” said 
ry. Mr. Locko told us ‘not to 


.“Blow Mr. Locke! I'm going to 
ride! If you fellows think you're going 
to wear me out, you're jolly well 
ftaken—sen? T'in going to bag this 
Heksha 

“Blessed if I think it will stand your 
weight, Bunter,” said Bob, looking at 
the flimsy vehicle. “ You'll sink it.’ 
Yah! Help me in, you rotters!” 
You'd better walk with us, fat- 
d”” ssid Harry. 

eid 


3) 

“Well, wo'll walk after the rickshaw, 
and thé men oan go slow,” said 
Wharton, “‘I'daro say he will be glad 
to go slow, with Bunter’s weight to 


PAPhe gladtulness will probably be 

HAS you going to. bel Y 
Aro you goin lp mo in?” 

Dip Ba tn. Ee sed 
fiater was helped in, 

dowa into the siccsbaw with © consis 

sion that made it groan. 

But it supported his woight, though 
‘it was pretty certain that it had never 
bean subjected to such a strain before. 

“That's bettor?” gasped Bunter. 
Jolly’ glad to be sitting down! You 
fellows don’t caro if you wear me to a 
abadow. 1 believe you'd like to sce mo 
fall down exhausted. 

“Tho rickshaw man's more likely to 
fall “down exhausted,” said Frank 
N “Hels going to’ carn that 


10 rickshay 
“Botanical Gardens,’” he said. 


sayy” 


savvy, sar. Tako you 
Yes, sar, Fino carriag 
‘and don't ‘got out of our 


handles of the 
‘The little car- 
lightly, in spite of 


. Billy Bunter grinned back at tho 
juniors through the open slate of the 
window. Eithér tho coolio had not 
undorstood Wharton, or ho did not heed 
his instructions, for he started at « run, 
and tho rickshaw bowled slong 

that forced the juniors to bre 
rapid trot to Keep up with it 
chuckled. | ‘These fellows had kicked 
him, and it was rather agreeable to see 
them slogging olong in a blazing sun, 


while he sat comfortably at rest, 
“Hold, onl” shouted Wharton. 
“slower!” 
‘Bester! Bunter called to the rick- 
shawanan. “Give ‘em @ run. Seo? 
Get along faster.” 


“Mes, car.” 
“Slow down, you ass!” roared Bob 


Cherry. 
‘The ‘coolie was fairly bolting now. 
The rickshaw whizsed behind him. 


Harry Wharton & Co. ran hard. They 
thouled angrily to Bunter. “Racing in 
tho sun of Singapore was both’ un- 
pleasant and dangerous. 

“Stop_him, you fat idiot!” roared 
Johnny Bull.’ “We shall lose sight of 
sae 


“Ho, he, he!” 

Wharton’ slacked down, his face 

streaming ‘with perspiration. 
"Chuck it!” he said. “Anyhow, the 


man's feking him to the Botanical 

Zardens, and tve shall Bnd him thero all 
right. fe can't chase bim in this 
BER tort said Bob, pushing back hi 

“No fear!” saic pushin is 
Sek pact moprinn’ his persittng “btoe: 
“Let bim rip.” 

‘And the juniors walked on at ¢ more 
moderate “pace, and the rickshaw 
Vanished from sight round a corner. 

Bunter sat and grinned. 

He was enjoying his ride. Onco or 
twice ho gavo ®. gasp es the coolie apun 
round comers, fearing that tho light 
wohl would Spe Leger xan 
Meadily enough, Ie was very. pleasan' 
fo sit in the shade, at peaceful rest, and 
think of the other fellows running. 


sight. 
“Boasts!” geunted Bunter. ‘Fat lot 
they care if T get lost in Singapore. 
ividently the juniors had given up 
the chase, with the selfishness that 
Bunter folt that he might really have 
e of them. 


did not matter. He would be 
able to sit in tho shade of @ tree at the 
Botanical Gardens and. wait for them 
‘And he was not exerting 


‘THIS CLEVER GREYFRIARS 
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Himsolf now. That was tho important 


ing. 

But after a time Bunter began to 
wonder, wherg those Botanical Gardens 
were. Tho rickshaw had slowed down 
in streots that were narrow and ill-smnell- 
ing, lined with native houses and sho 
that looked far from clean, From t 
roadway, cluttered with garbage, came 
an unpleasant smell. “Bunter exiled to 
the panting coolio perspiring between 
the shafts. 
wey 

“All right, sar! Yes, sar! Mo take 
you anywhore, sar.” 

‘The coolio ran on. 

“Blessed if I like tho, look of this 


Here, I say! Sure this is tho right 


plaol” grumted Bunter. “I 3 the 
ute is taking @ short cut. I'll be glad 
to get out of this.” 


Tho rickshaw turned into @ narrow 
way, scarcely more than an alley. The 
way’ ran botwoen walls, and the coolie 
stopped et last at @ door set in a wall. 
‘He gave a shrill call, and the door was 
immediately opened by another Chi 
man. Bunter blinked out in aston 
ment that was not unmixed with alerm. 
‘Obviously, this couldn't be the Botanical 
See, rhere ing Hed 
“Tsay, where are you going?” calle 
“bie cock, with ah as . 
‘coolie, without replying, ran tho 
rickshaw through the doorway, and the 
door was immediately closed behind it. 
‘Bunter folt hie fat heart thump. 


7 


‘He was in a courtyard, surrounded by 
high walls on three sides; on the fou 
was a house. There was’ an open dgor- 
way, in which & Chinaman stood. His 
‘eppeatance was very different from that 
of the half-naked coolio; he was richly 
attired in Chineso garb.” The rickshaw 
man kow-towed fo him with deep 
respact, 

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter, Where 
sas that beast brought me? I—I wonder 
what's up?” 

He was alarmed now. In such @ port 
as Singapore it was far from unknown 
for an unwary traveller to be trapped 
aud robbed, and perhaps murdered. 


‘Bunter scrambled out of the rickshaw, 
palpitating. 

‘The coolie immediately dropped, « 
heavy and my Sart 
shoulder. 

“You please stop 1” ho said. 

Bunter gasped. 


“I-T say, this im’t tho Botanical 
Gardens! "I—T' say, what have you 
brought mo here fort” 

‘Tho coolie grinned. 

* Phe ta jen tell you,” he said, 

“The—tho what?” 

“Ta jen, sar” 

“Oh, don’t, bom silly asst” snapped 
Bunter. “What the thump ia a ta je 
blow yout” " 

‘Tho coolie indicated the richly-clad 
Chinaman in the doo: 

“He one ta jon, 

“But—what——" 

blinked at the ta jen. Whether 
ho was a noble Chineso or not, the fat 
he was very 

Ho carried 


Apparently a 
desire tho fat junior to sco his features. 
Ho mado Bunter a sign to enter tho 
house. Bunter did not stir. Ho blinked 
round him in dismay. The door of tho 
courtyard was shut, and the doorkeeper 
od it and stood by it, grinning. 

a4-no eseapo for Bunter. 
Please to onter my poor house,” said 
the Chinese behind the fan, in English 
‘was very flowery. “Honour, this 
poor one by making your distinguished 


“Tt jolly well isn't" gasped Bunter. 
“Look here, my friends are expecting 
me at tho. Botanical Gardens—" 

“I weop for their disappointment,” 
said the Chinaman politely. “But you 
must efter my poor house.” 

He made a sign to tho coolic. A 
rough hand tightened on Billy Bunter's 
shoulder, and he was jerked into the 
doorway. 

“II say—leggo!” yelled Bunter. 

‘The Chincse moved aside, and the 
coolio siting Bunter into the house. 

“Oh erikey (” gasped Bunter. 

Ho was lod along a dusky passage and 
bundled into a room that seemed to have 

tat 


What it all meant was a mystery to 
Banter. ‘They had not robbed him. oc 
harmed him; but he was bolted in a 
windowless room, 2 prisoner. IIo ¢ 
not begin to understand what it m: 
all mean. But from the bottom of ‘his 
fat heart Bunter wished that he had 
never had that ride in the ricksha 
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
«Amok 1? 


tp HE fat idiot (” 
I ‘The howling sss 
“The terrific fathead 
Horry Wharton & Co. were, 
of course, discusting Bunter. 

Often and often the fat Owl had had 
an exasperating effect on them. But 
nover had he exesperated them quite 
30 much as now. 

‘They wore in the Botanical Gardens; 
but Buntor was not tobe found there. 
‘They had walked round, looking at the 
orchids, at the aviary, which contained 
Parakeets, eagles, cackatooe, all sorts 
Sf tropical bitdsy they had visited tho 
nimely’ quarters, and looked ‘at beai 
Inonkoys, snakes, and wildeate; and all 
the time they had looked for Bunter 
and had not teen him, ‘They searched 
through the ‘extensive and. beautiful 
sidens; they inguired right and left, 
Bit tho’ rosult waa the. same—Bunter 
was not there, and nobody seemed. to 
havo'seea anything of him ot his rick 
shaw. 

Tt was intensely exasperating. 

Ferrers Locke had bidden the juniors 
keop together and keep out of trouble. 
‘They hed intended to do to. But they 
ind not counted on the treachery of & 
jinricksha man, and did not suspect it. 
Yn Singapore, asin other cities 
Far Basty one takes « rickshaw as ono 
tekes a faxi in the West, It did not 

present, 


aid Bok He 
suppose jie 
if an hour ahead and tired of 


ting. 
“Til jolly well kick him when we find 
him, again growled Johnny Bull. 
"tho KokfUinese isthe proper caper, 
agrced Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “ but 
tho findfulness comes first. "The esteemed 
ko will be absurdly infuriated if wo 
lose Bunter in Singapore.” , 
“Well, 1 suppose oven that idiot will 
hove senso enough to get back to the 
yacht on his own,” said Johnny Bull. 
ST are say he's, riding: round tho town 
in that rickshaw,” said Nugent. ‘He 
may, have tried to bilk the coolie and 
got into trouble.” 
“Oh, my hat!” 
“The awful asst 


We'd better look for 
"said Harry. “Ho's not here, that's 
a cert. After all, we've got another 
goyple of hours before wo need go back 
Tdare say wo shall come across Bunter.” 

‘Tho Famous Five left the Botanical 
Gatdens and walked back into the town. 
"Chey kept an eye on every rickshaw 
they saw—and they saw many. But 
Bunter was not in any of them. 


dono 50. 
They were extremely unwilling to 


mect Ferrers Locke with the news that 
one of the party was missing. 

‘Tho Silver Star was to leave Singa- 
pore the following day, and it, was 
fearcoly possible to leave Bunter behind. 
‘At tho samo time, it was Locke's first 
duty to convey Wun Lung safely to 
Canton. 

‘There was no doubt that tho Baker 
Stroct detective would be deeply annoyed 
if Bunter caused delay. 
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f tho i 


“And the fat villain may be on board 
fobnny Ball. 


“Ho may have gone back to the ship.” 


“Well, we'd better keep it up till it’s 
time to back to the yacht,” ssid 
Harry Wharton, “The fat dummy may 
turn ‘uy minute.” 

“Hallo, ‘hallo, hallo! What's the 
giddy row?” exclaimed Bob Cherry 
suddenly. 

5 Three 05 four Malays dashed past the 
juniors enddenly-—eo suddenly that they 
Joatled thom rongily. A white man in 


‘ducks and a pith ‘rushed by and 
shouted to the startled juniors as be 
“Run!” 


He vanished the next moment. 
“What the thump!” exclaimed Bob, 
ing and yelling on all 

languages rent the 
. Rickshaws and cars stood deserted 
gn the street; men and women dodged 
into shops and slainmed the doors. “In 
utter bewilderment tho juniore stared 
round them. 

“My hat! Is it # giddy riot, like the 
‘one we dropped into at Port Said?” 
ejaculated Bob. 


“What the thump does amok mean?” 
“ Goodness knows 1” 
ang Mad bull or mad dog, or some. 
ing ” 
“Look” yelled Bob. 
Down tho street, which was almost 
deserted, came a wild and fearful 


figure. 
ft was & Mal 


with rolling wild eyes 


» —the eyes of & madmon—brandithing 


‘8 gleaming creeso in either hand. 
tho juniora stared at him in horror. 
Amok camo screaming vojces emia 
19 pattering of fleeing “Amol 
Hisok ii ges ais a 
Jpnatig' running amok! “Run for your 


“Runt” 
‘Tho juniors understood now why the 
erowd wero running. And they ran, 


too, 

“Tho maddened Malay swept down the 
strect, Fis fierce, rolling eyes glared 
round for victims. A coolie dodged 
across the strevt, hunting shelter, and 
the Malay leaned at him liko a tiger, 
and struck with both the long gleaming 
Knives. ‘Tho coolie fell, blood streamin 
from wecunds, and the _amol 
sereamed and rushed on, brandishing 
the creeses. 

Harry Wharton & Co. had heard and 
read of such things. But tho reality 
thrilled them with horror. Opium, per- 
haps. was the cance of tho madness that 
had, seized on tho man; perhaps sun- 
strove; perhaps bots, and other causes. 
Whatever the cause, the Malay was now 
3 raging madmen, running amok, 
thirsting for blood, as unreasoning and 
uncontrllable as a wild beast in tho 
jungle. 

“Put it ont” panted Bob. 

‘the Greyfriars fellows ran for their 
lives. dodged round a corner in 
the midst of « Hecing crowd, and in 
the rush of jostling fugitives they were 
teparatcd. Behind them was tho patter 
of the madman’s naked fect, and 
hoarse yelling. A fearful scream told 
that another, victim hed fallen unécr 
the ereeses. Theh there was a shot. It 
was followed by snother and another. 

‘Tho yelling of the amok was heard 
0.more, 
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
‘Missing J 


“ ALLO, hallo, hallo!” 

He 

“Here we are 
“Where's Franky 1 

“Whartoo—" 

“Herel 

“Here's Inky—” 

Four of the Famous Five gathered 
again. Peoplo were in the strest now; 
the suddon panic was over. Of what 
had happened to the emok, 
Grepfriaty chums, know nothing pre 
cisely, and did not care to think. ‘The 
Finging shots had told their own tale, 

y saw no more of him. ‘They 
were two streets away from tho spot 
where the firing had sounded, 

Four of them  gathered—and_ they 
looked round anxiously for the Afth— 
Frank Nugent, But Nugent did not 
tura up. 

‘All tho five, had boon soparated, in 


the hurrying, jotting crowd; but they 


againt 


had heard each other calling, and come 
together—four of them. Nugent was 
not to be seen, 


all right,” said Bob quickly, 
Edad oil aalotys alg os 


Wharton's face. “He was with us com- 
ing round the corner—tho amok 
never got anywhere near him. 

“That ” said Johnny Bull. 


mo 

“Ho's beon ‘Tushed on in tho crowd— 

mel.cotme atone Bi orp. 
us, 

harbour,” said’, Harry. 

tnyhow, to 


for the 
"It's time wo got back, 
meet Mr. Locke for, the boat.” 


“May find him there with Bunter,” 
agreed Bob. 

It was certain, at least, that the mad 
Malay iad boeo nowhare’near Nugent 
ho had net been harmed by. tho 
amok. And as the juniors failed to 
seo anything of him, they had to con- 
clude that, whirled out of their sight by 
the scurrying crowds, he had givon 
them "up and headed for the harbour. 


So. after a few moro minutes spent in 

vain searching and 

took that direction. 
The tall 6 


tho four 


ro, errere Locke was 

@ landing-placo when tho 
ived there, 

Locke gave them a quick glance, 

‘You are on time,” he said, “But 
whero aro tho othore—Bunter and 
Nugect?” 

“Aren't they heret™ ejaculated Bob. 
“Have—haven't they como back?” ex- 
cletmed Wharton, in dismay. 

cimed, 


calling, 


“Ob crumbs |” 

Locke's face set, suddenly. 

“There has arm of an 
amok,” he said. ‘An opium-maddened 


Malay has been shot, after killing 
or three victigs. Is it possible——" 

“No. "nol exclaimed. Wharton 
hastily. “It's not that! We saw the 
amok, and got away from him all 
right. We got separated—" 

And they did not rejoin yout” 

Nagent did not. Buater was lost « 
couple of hours ago.” Harry Wharton 
hurriedly explained what had happened. 

‘Locke listened quictly. 

Te ig strange onoogh,” he said. 
“Both of them, if they could not find 
70 ould matyrally have come back to 
‘the harbour. But I have seen nothing 
of them.” Ho reflected for » moment 
or two. “But 1 bave not been back to 
tho Silver Star—it is barely possible 
thet they got back here, and fnttead of 
wating, tok = sampan back to the 
yacht.” 

“Frank wouldn't,” said Harry. “Ho 
sould know wo shocld expect to find 
him here! Buntcr might.” 

Fy thick we bad better get on board 
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gt once, and make sure,” said Locke. 
“If they are lost, I must lose no time 
in inquiring after them.” 

‘Frank may get back here any 
minuto,” larry. “If he’s lost his 
way in the city, hoe might be later than 


to : 
Possibly ” said Locke, with a nod. 
“If youll let me wait here for 
int 


“T think,” anid Ferrers Looke quietly, 
that you ‘had better get aboard. Pos: 
sibly Trmado a mistake in allowing you 
athore.” 


‘Wharton coloured. 

We couldn't help —” he began. 
ct ara not Ble 
ing, you, my boy, 
sala "tho "Baker 
Btreot detective 
kindly. “Do not 
think 60 for a 
moment! If a mi 
take has beon made 
is mine. I hope 
that “Bunter an 

jugent may only 
ibe fost. Tf's0, they 
will be found—the 
worst that can 
happen is some 
delay in our gotting 
to sea again, But— 
but—”  Forrors 
Locke broke off 


i 


“y 


“Sampan Tai!” 

Tho sampan 
glided in, and. the 
juniors stepped on 

19 detos- 
tive, ‘after a 
lance round, fol- 
lowing them, 

In 6 few minutes 
the sampan bumped 
on, the anchored 
yacht. Wun Lung’s 
cheery little yellow 
face looked down st 
‘them over the rail, 
as the ladder was 
lowored. 
Quickly the 
juniors and the de- 
tective — scrambled 


up, 

“Is Nugont 
hero?” Wharton 
called out breath- 
Iessly, before his feot wero on the 
deck. 


‘Wan Lung opened his almond eyes in 
surprise. 
“No hele,” he answored. “Ho along 


‘He's not come back 
fo comey slong ship.” 
Qe Bunter?” - 

“Bunteo no comey.”” 

Ferrers Locke compressed his lips. 
‘hero was a glint in his eyes. Ho spoke 
& few words to Mr, Green, the mate, 
td then turned to the juniors again. 

“Remain on board!” he said curtly. 

And he stepped back into the sam- 
pan, and tho boatman pushed off from 
the Silver Star. 

‘Tho four chums looked at one another. 
Go far, thoy had only supposed thal 
Bunter’ and Nugent were lost. But it 
was clear, from Forrers Locke's look, 
that be featod worse than that, 

““"Whet—what could have happened to 
them in Singapore?” said Bob ina low 
voices. “Thoy can’t be burt—they can't 
havo had any accident—there was only 


that mad Mal and they were no 
Share aear haa? 

‘Wharton breathed hard. 

“If it was only Bunter, I should think 
the silly ass had lost himeelf,” he said. 
"But Nugent-he's ‘no fool.” He could 
Seal his way hack cay enoogh~or be 
could -ark-~pleaty of people speal 
Boglish hore—or he could ask in a shop 
oe fake a Tickahawe 


“I—T hope 60.” 
“But what do you think might havo 


and qt fai 


“ Please to enter my poor house,” said the riebly-clad Chinaman behind the fan, 
gasped Bunter. 


honourable guest, sir 1” “Ow! 


ed, then?” asked Bob. “Mr. 

serious. What 
sad, Harry?” 
sung has enemies here,” said 
in a low voice, “That's why 
on board. It's possible that 


Bob Cherry whistled. 


haps 

Locke locked awfull 
‘ave you got in your 
Wan f 


“But Tang Wang's gang don't want 
any.of un" be anid. “ive Wun Lun 
they're, affor. ‘They haven't bother 
us, 80 far. 


“Except when thoy tried to sink the 
yacht in the Red Sea,” said Harry. 
Meng Wang wouldn't hesitate to 
destroy every man on the Silver Star 
for the ‘sake of golting at Wim Lang.” 

“<[know. But bagging any of usin 
Singapore won't help him get at Wun 
Lung. Wat's safe hero, whether they've 
got Bunter and Nugent or not. ‘They 
don't want any of us. ‘hey don't care 
3 thoy'mop us up when they're monping 
up Wan Lung; but they woulda’e take 
the trouble mop us up for nothing. 
‘They've had chances before this.” 

“That's so,” agreed Harry. 


9 
He agreed, but his heart, was Heavy. 


“Mr. Locke fou 
“Unless I'm greatly mistaken, he feare 
that they're in the hands of the tong.” 

“Blessed if I con think 0,” said 
Bob. “I can't seo that the tong has. 
any purpose to serve by bagging them.” 

“Well, Tean't cither. But—" 

“They may turn up any minute,” said 
Johnny. Bull, 

“What do you think, Wun Tung?” 
asked Bob. “Do you think the blessed 
tong would want to damage any of us 
if they couldn't get at you by doing ie?” 

Wun Lung shook his head, 

“No tinkee,” he answored. 

said Bob. 


it,” he said. 


“They'll 
turn up.” 

Wharton nodded; but his heart was 
heavy, and his face clouded. 

The juniors romained on deck, watch+ 
ing the landing-place in the red of the 
sinking sun, hoping to see the missing 
juniors appear in sight. But neither 
Bunter nor Nugent appeared. Forrors 
Locke had gone ashore, no doubt to 
obtain the help of the authorities in 
2 search for the missing schoolboys. Tho 
juniors fervently hoped that he would 
bring back news when ho returned. 


“You are my 


A sampan, with a sail ent in the shapo 
of a dragon; glidod down fo the Sitver 
Star. "Tt hada crew of four Chinese, 
and ona heap of cushions sat. thoit 
aster, « phimp Chinete, in rich att 
with, ce frorg fan in Gao Hand, with 
which ie gently fanned himself, and. in 
the other “a golden cage, containing ‘a 
allinch, resting on is kneo.. Tho 
Juntors vatohed hin idly 4s the shmpan 
Arew nearer, “Wun Lag with mote 
fnterest, ‘The sampan stopped under the 
rail of the yacht, and tho Chinese on tho 
Eushiong stood up and bowed gracofully 
{fo the juniors, looking down. 

“The humble Ah Feng greets, your 
honourable lordships,” he suid. “Ts it 
permitted for. this contemptible person 
Thaw, speech with tho. bord long: 
beforome Mistor Locke?” ; 

‘ie. Groen came quickly to the side 

“What do you want?” he rapped. 

Wun Lung coold see, and the English 
juniors could fealite, that Mz. Ah, Feng 
Yas a man of consequence, a gontloman 
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in his own country; but to Mr. Green 
he yeaa a “Chink.” 

‘The mate's inquiry did not err on the 
side of politeness." But no doubt Ah 
Feng was accustomed to the gruffness of 
tho "foreign dcvils.” ‘i 

He bowed to the mate with un- 
diminished urbanity. 

“This reptile of 3 Chinese has nows 
for the honorable Lord Locke, who, was 
orn thousand years ago,” he said. 

“Come on board!” grunted Green. 

In. spite of their anxiety for the 
missing juniors, Harry Wharton & Co. 
could not help smiling at the elaborate 
Politeness of tho Chinaman. The kind 
of politeness that in England leads = 
man to sign himself “Your humble and 
obedient servant” is carried to un- 
heard-of lengths by the Chinese, pro- 
ably the politest people on earth. 

A courteous Chinaman will carry 
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‘Tang 
‘Wang's tong, getting on board under 
@ pretext, to make some attempt on 


‘Wun Lung. The Chinese junior re- 
mained below, and the other fellows 
grouped at the companion door, ready 
te deal with Mr. Ab if he showed signs 
of plasing tricks, But he showed ‘no 
such sign. 
‘alien it was dificult to suspect Mr. 
of being @ desperado, with his fow- 
ing garments of brocaded silk, his fan, 
and his birdcage, A man in petticoats 
was not very alarming—to European 
eyes. 
‘Tho juniors were not aware—yet— 
that in China the women wear trousers 
and the men petticoats, almost all 


politeness to the extent of calling him, Westera custome being reversed in that 
self a reptile, a worm, or a toad, unfit strango land, And they did not know 
to breathe the perfumed air ennobled that « Chinese bandit, steeped in crime 
and purified by the glorious p: snd Bloodshed, "would “wear. pet 
‘the person to whom he is F ry a fan, and quite likely. 
Probably it is about as ing-bird in a cage, and amuse hima 
St the, Buropena whe sens f in his leisure hours by fying’ a kite, 
uumble and obedient servant ‘They had much to learn about China. 
he certainly has no intention of being for Ferrers 
anything of tho sort, 5 
nd as Jn Chine, age. is highly 
honoured,’ a polite” Chinaman wi 


represont’ himself as being infinitely 
younger than tho person to. whom ho 
desires to be courteous. It is particu. 
larly gracious to hint to your inter: 
ocutor that he is a thousand years old. 

Mr. Ah Fong ascended the accommo- 
dation Jadder’ without parting with 
gither his fan or his caged bullfnch, 
What the thump he was carrying a bird 
about with him for tho juniors could not 
imagine. ‘They had not yot teen China 
rind its ways. Mr. Ab carried his bull- 
finch abont with ‘him beoause he was 
fond of it—a natural procecding ina 
Chinese, though odd to European eyes. 

Arrived on. deck, Mr. Ah kow-towed 
to Mr. Green, His Sowing garments 
billowed round hira in waves of silken 
brocade as he almost touched the deck 
with hig nose. 

Mr. Green did not kow-tow. Ho had 

Tot of politeness to wasto on a. 

Neither was it easy to kow-tow 
British trousers. 

“You've, got news for Mr. Locker” 
he demanded. 

“This hurablo and despised person hes 
news for his honourable ears,” assented 
wie oie the bos: 

“About the 

Mr. Ah kow-towed again, 


“Well, get it off your chest,” said Mr. 
Groon, “Mr. Locko is absent, but you 
ean tell me.” 


“Tho news is only for the old and 
honourablo ears of the long-ago-born 
Lord Locke? answered Ah Fenj 

“Then you'll have to wait for him.” 

“This slave will wait if it is permitted 
to him to disgraco the beautiful ship 
of Lord’, Locke with his disgusting 
presence,” answored Ah Feng. 

Harry’ Wharton politely handed the 
Chinese a deckchair. Wun Lung, at a 
sign from Mr. Green, had gone below 
before the Chinaman came up the side. 
Mr, Greon was taking no risks. 

And he kept a very sharp eye on Mr. 
‘Ah as he sat in the deckohaie Wharton 
handed him to wait for the return of 
tho Baker Street detective. But Mr. 
Ah did not seem on mischief bent. He 
sat placidly, with an_ expressionless face, 
that scemed carved in, ivory, the gilded 
cage resting on his knee, occasionally 
murmuring a word in soft Chinese to 
the bird ‘within, and fanning himself 


gently and delicately with his fvory fan. by 
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singing bi 
here was a dash of oars at last, 
and, to tho great reliof of the. juniors, 
Fertors Locke came up the side. But 
hho came alone. 


‘TRE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
Companions in Misfortune } 
HH crikey!” groaned Billy 
Ov 
For a long time—it seemed 


an eternity to Bunter—tho 
Owl of the Remove had dono little but 
groan. 


vaubaance; Sad her 
Some semi-gpaquo substance; and there 
must havo been an opening somewhere, 
Tor the air was fairly fresh Bunter had 
cast several blinks up at the celling. 
But the walls wero bare, and at least pore’ 


ten feet -high, so there was no way of 
climbing ov” Bunter, had no hove of 
escaping. Ho bed no ‘anything. 
He fast ‘groaned. 

What the beasts had done this for was 
‘4 mystery to him. If they were Wun 
Lung’s enemies, and after the Chineso 
junior, what on earth did they want 
with Bunter? He could not begin to 
guess. And if they were not that, still 
what on earth did they want with him? 
Bunter was of no able use to any- 
Body. IE was not robbery Mey intended 
his ‘ions, such as they wore, 
sean 7 Soeaat ae was, noe pecedee 

ey meant, even if they could be sup- 
posed to have any wwollve for such a 
crime. He had not been hurt in any 
way. 

‘Yet jit was clear that the rickshaw 
goplie had deliberately foveigled Bunter 
into the rickshaw and carried him off. 
Not that tho man would have known 
that Bunter would take the rickshaw. 
Any juniors might have taken it. 
Bunter realised that tho trap had not 
sid for him specially or purposely. 
So far as he could see, any member of 
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tho party would heve served the kid: 


napper's turn, Tt was just Bunter’s ill- 


luck that he happened to be the fellow 
who had got into the rickehaw. 

‘From the bottom of his fat heart he 
wished that he had left the vehicle to 
one of the other fellows! 

The coolie, for some inexplicable 
reason, had wanted to kidnap one of the 
Greyfriars pai ‘Which one, ap. 
parently, be not cared. Bunter 

appencd to be the one. 

1at_were they going to do with 
him? Were they goi nies give him any 
grub?’ What diate all mean? 

Bunter could find no answers to those 
questions. Ho groaned and groaned. 
Pay a Ry 

e heard footsteps appronching the door 
‘and beard the bolt iiarawn 

‘They were coming! 

Bunter quaked. 

‘The door opened. 
sr SEu aposated, and may pushed in 
rom without, and the door closed again 
and the bolt shot, ee 

Bunter blinked. 

_ Another prisoner had been thrown 
into the hidden room, ‘That was allt 
Bunter blinked at him in the dimneas. 

“Oh crumbs!” gasped a voloe be know. 

“Nugent!” ejaculated Bunter. 

eget stared at him. 

“That you, Bunter?” 

“Owl, Yeo" groaned Bunter. 

“My only batt How did you got 

ere 


he 

“That filthy rickshaw man_ brought 

mo here in’ his rotten rickshaw, 

oaned Bunter,” “How did you got 

ere 

Frank Nugent didnot reply for the 
moyed round the room, 


or four of the beasts, I think; but I 
hover siw anything after the bag: was 
‘over my head—not till they took it off, 
and bundled mo into this room.” 
“Then: you don't know whore wo 
exo?” asked Bunter dismally. 
“Only that we're somewhere in Singer 


id Bunter, 


don't you know?” asked 
“You seem to have come here 
in @ rickshaw, not with jour head ina 
bag. Didn't you seo—” 

“All I saw was o lot of filthy streets 


filthy niggers,” grunted Bunter. “I 
enn doyou think they've got us 
Nugent shook his head. 


“Blessed if I know! But they haven't 
burt us, anyhow, I they haves" 
‘got any of the other fellows, 100.’ 

Snort from Bunter, He was not 
bothering about the other fellows. Ho 
was fully occupied in bothoring about 
William George Bunter. 

“Do you think it’s the same gang that 
are after Wun Lung?” be asked. 

‘Nugent whistled. 
cuidethonlda’t wonder, ‘They wore 

nese who bagged me,” he said. “Bu 
Pee anit ete.” They couldn't 
fanoy that either of us was Wun Lung.” 

“T' saw a Chinaman here, when they 

(Continued on page 12.) 


CONTINUING OUR SPECIAL FEATURE FOR SOCCER ENTHUSIASTS ! 
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OOTBALL is the magnet which draws the crowds. And 
‘the Maower is tho magazine which will once again 
onablo ita zeadors to play the game, and follow the 

played by othors, intelligently. "That's my job ! 

Tam bere t@ intrigue you about football anattors; to interest, 

to amuso, and algo to instruct, but I hope the instruction wi 

bo interesting. You who were among the regular readers of 

‘the Maauez lest season will remember the most enjovable times 

wo had together. You sent mo all sorts of questions about 

football, and I took a shcor delight in answering them. 

‘Wo all enjoyed ourselves no woll that tho Editor said “* Carry 
on.” T want those readers who wrote to mo last season on 
“big ball” matters to write to me again, and I want those 
who aro now readers to write to mo as well. Never mind what 
your football problom is—a complicated affeir of off-sido which 
‘Reeds a diagram, or the size of wtuds advisable in your football 
boote—I am here to help. 


T™ Teal roason why this feature has been restarted 20 


carly fn the season is that already the Editor has had 

some lottors addressed to him on football questions. 

‘Jack B., of Gninsboro’, says ho remembers that there 

Tita Job of talk last season ovér the question of the goalkeeper 
standing on the goal-line until the ball had beon kicked on 
Penalty” kick ocoasions. Some referees, says this reader, 
allowed goalkeepers to move before tho ball was kicked 60 long 
id not advance from direotly under tho posts. Other 


‘oferee allows the 
in Kicked when ® penalty 
talon against hie aide, ho will not be carrying 
‘out instraotvons. 


‘The goalkeeper must stand still and on the tine. 
{elgontally’ mie, the footbat 
dentally, while ig ‘* pro” footballers are suggesting 
that thoy should get « bigger bonus for wins in important 
maatehes, I havo an idea which works tho other way. I su 
th ployer who fails to seore with & penalty kick, whon 


carried out, ought to mean 
Bo be earefal, my full-back fri 
away ponalty kicks, 


re it funny, how certain defeiences ia the rules of « 
nationally pla should go for years withou 
Riphoay naiklag Gem, or takio® savankage off thems, 
{he ‘Tuleakara spotted one. shortcoming during. tho 
close season. ‘They made s corner kick © free-kick within 
the mesning of the “ ten yards” ect. In past years it would 
hove been ‘permissible for an t to go close up to the 
talior of  Sorner-kiok, and thus provent bim getting tho ball 
soross, and there waa nothing in the rules to prevent euch ection. 
But nobody over took advantage of it. 
‘That couldn’s be done now, however, for the comer Kick has 
ton placed under tho general treo Lick heeding, which mesns 


the nearest opponent must be at least ten yards away 
‘when the ball is kicked. 


‘Ono other thing I must tell you about the rules for the present 
seston, ‘Those who make thera have sent a special reminder 
to ail ihe big olube—and in this way to all the players of the 
big clube, of the rule which says “a player is not entitled, 
bby mond oF eation, to show dissent from eny decision 

fereo, 


_ this seaso 
. = Mae bright and 


Woulda’s it be nico i overy player of the garae remomberat 
this on every occasion throughout the season 1 What a peaceful 
time our referees would have to be sure. would never run 
tho risk of heving their conte pulled off thoir backs ; never got 
‘8 sour look from any player who, having soored what he thought 
was a perfectly good goal, had it disallowed. 


F all the players would carry out this rule—and all the 
TD spectators cout bo ntvoes “natty it cut, too—the 
referee's life would be worth living. Indeed, i¢ would 
be "" money for nothing ” to euch an oxtont that I should 
go back to refereeing myself. Yet, when you got right down to 
, this rule roerely cots @ standard of conduct which ought to 
be reached by every man or boy who claims to be a truo sporta 
men. 
‘A a matter of fact this rulo about nob showing dissont from. 
tho rofereo's dooision is sometimes broken by playors who 
have e really high eense of sportsmanship. Lot mo illustrate 
from an incident which happened in the very first game I saw 
this season. 


of course, sole Jud 
ft te fos tho be 
‘occasion. 


the ground, euddenly swerved round ‘carryin 
attack, ag he sould have done, he banged tho bal ou 
of play 80 that the game w 
Playes was loudly applauded by the spectetors, and 
wer was loudly applauded by tho epootators, and it was, 
Joated, a sportemunlike ection, stg. frora ono point of view 
But by kicking the ball out of play #0, that the injured ma 
gould receive attention the player was, in actual fact, showing 
that he disagreed with tho referee's deoision not to’ atop tho 
‘game for tho injured player to recover. 
* Do you think that a football club, having ton promotion 
at the end of one scason, should rely, for the next acason, 
‘on the players who were responsible for that promotion?” 


‘This is a question which comes from a Blackpool reader, and, 
1 think I oan sce how tho question was inspired. 

Blackpool gained promotion from the Second to tho Firat 
Division last season, and now all the First Division club playors 
‘will find out all about tho breezes which blow over the Blackpool 
sands in tho winter-time. 

‘For this now season Biackpool are relying almost ontiroly 
on the players who gained promotion, ‘That is th usual 

, but I cannot say that it has always paid. 


N the other hand, Chelsea, who. gained promotion along 

‘with Blackpool at the end of leat season, have most 

Obviously tsken the opposite view. ‘They have eecured 

uite a number of now players, some of them vory bright 

stacs with big reputetions, “Hughio Gallacher, formaerly of 

Neweastlo United, and a man who has played for Scotland many 

times, ia tho new contro-forward of the Pensioners, ‘Two other 

Soota’ forwards have also joined Chelsca—Alec. Cheyne, who 

played egainst England in 1048, ong Renkin, who has crossed 
ion from Cheriton Atbletio to Stamford Bridgo. 

Ido not. to give a direct answer to my oorrespondent’s 
question as to which ie tho better policy. What I will ask him 
¥ do fe follow carefully the showing of Chelsea and Blackpool. 
And from the results he will probably got his answer. 

No more this week, except just to insist that 


1am expecting you to write to me even more regularly, 
‘and in greater numbers, than you did last season. 


“OLD REF.” 
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THE TERROR OF THE TONG! 


(Continued from page 10.) 


brought mo in,”’ said Bunter. 
think he’s a tong?” 

“Fathead! A tong is @ society, an 
association. He may be a member of a 
giddy tong. Goodness knows what 
they're up to!” Frank Nugent sat down, 
‘on the floor, as there were, no seats in 
the room,’ * Anyhow, we're not hurt 
yet, and thore’s no use crying before 
you're hurt, 

“Tm hungry!” 
“Bre-rrl” seid Nugent, 
“Beat! 


“Do sou 


rs 
‘Billy ‘Bunter 
Tt was 0 


‘Tho Chineso bowed, bowls in band; 

tho others remaining ‘outside the door- 
way, gual 

‘The noble ta jen sends you rice,” 

said tho bearor of ‘the bowls. 

pn ehy Sea!” Sasped Bunter, scram 
ang up. 

‘The Chinaman placed the bowls on 
the floor. ‘Then he bowed again to tho 
‘two prisoners. 

“Tsay, what is it?” asked Bunter 


‘eagerly. 
“Rice,” said the Chinaman. 
And he backed out at the door, still 

bowing; and it was closed again, and 

the bolt shot into place, ‘Thero was & 


silence. 
Bunter gave 8 snort. 
Tho, grunted. 


ed 


oft padding of feet without, and then ing 
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ones have fellen into the hands of cer- 
tain members of a tong who threaten 
to slay them with the death of a 
thousand cuts.” 

Locke compressed his lips. He knew 
what. that fearful Chineso punishment 
ras like, though tho Listening juniors, 
fortunately, did 0 

“Who are these men?” asked Locke 
quietly. 

“Your slave cannot, soy,” answered 
Ah Feng regretfully. | ‘I know nothing, 
neither do I dere offend a tong. But 
what hes been said to me I repeat to 
your honourable ears.” 

Tocke’s penetrating eyes were fixed on 

impassive face of the Chinam 
4h Feng met his gaze with 
smile. 

"Where are they to be found?” asked 
Locke 


2. 
“This humble one docs not know.” 


of assistance to a lord-one bo 
thousand years ago,” answered 
Feng. 

“Jn what way, then?” asked Locke, 
“Tt has been said to me—I cannot say 


eal it cr 
Bate Jig sight with truth—that the | two 
Bett than vis fangs st amo lly honaarabe, ones ate, pyuonas ofthe 
b : 


Bunter did not. know that “rice,” 


‘I’ with @ Chinese, signified a meal. Ho 


suiffed at the’ bowls appreciatively. 


‘Lucky you, had lunch enough for gently 
six! reinatked Nugeat, H ‘and 
"Ow! oT wih Thada't come ashore ® 
ngapore i. 
Noh much we wishing that now, ol The%Ghineve ‘apparently kaew that 
bapa. ‘wish T ha white barbarians did not understand the 


ted on that 


rotten trip to China at all!” 

‘Not much uso wishing that, either.’ 

“I'd rathor be back at Greyfriars? 
groaned Bunter. “I'd even rather be 
‘with old Quelch in the Form-room.” 

* Queleh, would be flattered” grinned 
Nugent, ip, old 
oan. We 

“And you don’t care . straw!” 
snorted Bunter, glaring at him' through 
his big spectacles. “You don’t caro a 

happens to me!”” 

Tm in the samo boat, you 
now,” said Nugent mildly. 

“Oh, rats!” said Bunter crossly. 

Evidently Nugent's misfortunes did 
pot strike Bunter as being 20 serious as 

is own, 

‘Ho relapsed into dismal groaning. 
‘Tho light from abovo grew dimmer. 
‘The sunset was dying out, aad night 
falling on Singapore. 

Nugent rose and began to move about 
the room restlossly. Te was weary and 


“Keep @ stiff uj 
a yet, 


irksome to. wait for he knew not 
what in the gilont room in’ that 
silant house. ‘The | minutes passed 


on leaden wings, and Frank began to 
wish that, what ever the enemy intended, 
they would get on with it. 

‘Thero was @ sound at the door at last. 

Nugent turned and faced it, drawing 
a deep breath. Bunter, sitting on the 
floor, groaned dolorously. 

‘The door opened. ’ 

Tt was dim and dusky in the passage 
without, but Frank made out the Sgures 
of several Chinamen. One of them held 
‘a huge, curved Chinese sword that glim- 
mered in tho gloom, If Frank had 
been thinking of trying a sudden rush 
ho gavo it up then. ‘There wes no 
chance of escape from the hidden room. 

‘A Chineso servant entered, carryi 
two lacquer bowls, one in either hand. 
Bunter started and sniffed. There was 
an appetising odour proceeding from the 
bowl 
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‘use of chop-sticks, for spoons had been 
Piodede "Bester pial op a pose 
‘and startec 


though his jaws continued bu 
‘Ont of the Remove had, for the moment 

Teast, forgotten that ho was a 
prisoner, bis fato uncertain. Bunter’s 
attention was concentrated on the bowl, 
and he ate and ate, and was comforted, 


THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Ransom ! 
re, LOOKE stepped on the 


deck of tho Silver Star. His eyes 
wero immediately upon th 
‘Chinaman who sat in the deck 
chair. Mr. Ah Feng rose to his fect and 
Etieety he recopsiged Ferrers f 
vidently he, recognised Ferrers 
Wharton mado & quick step forward, 
eyes anxiously on the Baker Street 
detective. ota, 
“Any news, sit 
fone, 30° far’ 
jreon, “who is this man?” 
“A Chink who says ho has news of 
tho boys, sir.” answered tho mate. 


“Ho will speak to no one but you, so I 
let him wait. Wun Lung is safe below,” 
he added. 


"Locke nodded. He acknowledged the 
Chinaman’s profound salutation with » 


court nod. 
“Who are you?” he asked crisply. 
“My loathtome namo is Ab Feng!” 
answered the Chinaman." “I seok 


this, 


“ Myself, nothing, O born-many-years- 
beforcinet* anawesed Ah Feng. But it 
hhas been said to me that two honourable 


tong:men do not desire to berm them. 
‘They will release the honourable ones 
and return them safely to this freboat, 
i— 

“Tf7" repeated Lock 

“If the request be made to them—" 


“By met! 

“Not go, O revered old one," said AK 
Feng. | “bythe honourable gon of the 
merchant 

Locke 


the Man 
gee 
be exchanged for W 
‘And if Wun Lung should make this 


test by. a. letter’ trusted to 
Honourable hands?” asked 1 am 
That would. be 


Surely,” said Mr. Ah, “Why not?” 
And ho smiled. 

“And if T refuse to allow the son of 
‘Wun Chung Lung to leavo this ship on 
any, pretext whatevor?” 

An, Feng fanned himself gently. 
“Thon I fear, O born-before-m 
‘the two honoufable ones, in a ‘ec 
place, will die by the’ death of a 

thousand cuts,” bo answered. 

‘And what,” said Locke quietly, “if L 
detain you on this ship now that you 
‘are hero, and band you over to the 
police of ‘Singapore if the boys are not 
Immediately sent back?” 

“Tho honourable lord-one will not bo 
so unjust, as I, poor Ah Feng, know 
nothing of this meter, save that I have 
gonsented to bear, 6 message. For that 
T have no hand in the matior is. ver: 
clear. My house, my shop where I sell 
jade and ivory, are open to the honour- 
able police, if they desire to search, 
Your wormlike slavo is woll known in 
Singapore. What can you tell the 
honourable police of me, save that T 
have brought message, ‘not daring to 
refuse the demand of fierce tong-men?” 

“Tt is true,” said Locke, “I can prove 
nothing against you to ‘tho police of 
Singapore, Ah Feng, But on this ship 
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Tam captain, and my will 


hough eng, got Tene 
though I can prove nothing, yet 1 know 
that you ard chief of the teng-men who 
have seized tho two boys. What it I 
pl aon your limbs, and Keep 
ou 8 prisoner below decks until the 
ya azo gont,back?” 2 
‘Ah Feng fanned himself again, 
Te the ford.one is #0 unjust, poor Ab 
ng can only submit,” he ‘answered. 
rot I would tell my lord that if T do 
not answer back to the force tong-men 
they will cend no other message, and 
the two honourable ones will never be 


sean in life again 
Locke shut his teoth hard. 
i i brocaded silk, 


The. Chi bis 
is his gilded birdesg: 
Tooked like = figure out of a comio 
But the slanting eyes wore like 
iteel. Locke knew that he was 
ing at cold, cool, bi 
desperate man. He knew tha! 


4 shred of 

with the crime; indeed, no evidence 
the crime itself. Nono but the members 
of the tong would ever know what had 
happened to Nugent and Bunter, 


two boys, They will 


how the matter stands.” 
Ah Fong rustled his ivory fan. 


“It may be that the 

thewords,”” he, said. 
humble a 
Feng, 3 7 
and know nothing of these matters. A 
message is whispered to me a man 


by 

‘hose. face, ‘and. whose amie, I do not 
know; but I dare not refuse the message 
because it is fram the tong. The tong 
is very, powerful, oven in Singapore, 
which is ruled by the noble and very 
old English, Poor Ah Feng trembles 
fnd obeys when the tong apeaks.” 

Locke breathed hard. 

It was impossible to m: 
man speek plaialy; how 
every point. His meaning was 
enough, but he would never admit that 


Wun Lung is given 
sad Wan Lang will be O 


he knew anything of tho matter, in 
which Locke had no doubt that he was 
under the orders of the 


‘Ah Feng occupied it by whispering 
endearing words to the bullfinch in the 
gilded cage. Harry Wharton & Co. 
Were looking at him with silent horror. 
‘They felt, though they could not bo 
cortain, that it was into Ab Feng's own 
yer hands that the missing juniors 

ad fallen. 


“But it is not your honourable life 
that is threatened by these wicked men, 

bornbefore,” said Ab Feng. “It is 
the lives of the two honourable youn; 
ones, Perhaps for their lives you will 
‘do what you would not do for your own 
eatl-like life.” 

“But for the safety of the boys, Ab 
Feng, I would shoot you dead, like o 
dog, "where you stand!” said Ferrers 
Locke. 


“This humble one has made the lord- 
gne angry!” sighed Ah Feng, “But it 
is written in the wise books of my 
Pooplo that suger is a treacherous 
counsellor.” 

‘There was another silence. ‘The 
Chinaman inserted a yellow finger be- 
tween the gilded bars of tho cage and 
stroked tho bullfinoh. He seomed far 
‘more interested in the singing-bird than 
in his talk with Ferrers Locks. But 
his cold, glinting, alant eyes watched 


3 


the Baker Street detective. He broba 
the silence. 

“This humble one would not dare 
advise the lord whose bright counten- 
anco dazzles him,” ho said. ““Yot it 
seems to poor Ah Feng, in’ his ignor- 
ance, that tivo lives are'of moro value 
than’ one life.” 

“No doubt i” said Locke, “But you 
must give mo time to think, Ah Fong. 
T must consider.” 

“It is not for 


Billy Bunter’s fat face and spectacles glimmerod 
tp a Bngeat from under the teak wall 
Oh! Grooogh !” he grunted, ‘*Gimmo a hand, 
you beast—I'm stuck 1” 


“Owl 


Nugent grasped a fai 
hand and pulled. 


message with which my lord honours 
hig slave will bo faithfully carried.” 

“"fell them, then, that T must havo 
time to said’ Locke. “Tell them 
to send for my answer to-morrow. In 
& matter of life and doath I cannot 
decide in a moment,” 

Ah Feng smiled. Tho juniors, watch- 
ing hima, read that smile. Le knew that 
Locke desired to gain ‘timo to search 
for the missing juniors 
that Locke, and all the polico of Sing: 
pore. liad no chance of finding them. 

“My lord's answer shall be given,” 
said tho Chinaman, bowing. “When 
the, tong-men come to me, in scorct, 
with their faces hidden, and ask what 
my lord has said, I will tell them tho 
pearklike words he has uttered. But, 
perhaps, they will ask me whether the 
gon of ‘Wun Chung Lung remains at 
Singapore. T know not, knowing so 

(Continued on page 16.) 
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little of thre matfors; but if thoy ask 

oh, & question ‘what aball your slave 
in reply? 

‘Tell them that Wun Lung remains: 

that my ship stays in thie harbour, and 

Wan Lung in the ship, In the sora 


ing T will answer,” 
7, O born-before |” 


“All this I will 


said Ah Feng, and he kow-towed to the 
deck and returned to his sampan. 


THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
Hope! 


NORE! 
) Billy Bunter, curled up on the 
oor in the hidden room in tho 


houso of mystery, was asleep. 
Nugent could not sloop. 
ttle; and Buntor had 

wi for him, 
lated that it was good; and 
ho ‘finished it to tho last spoonful. 
After which, as there was nothing more 
to ent, tho’ fat junior curled up and 
wont to sleop. 

Ho slept and onored, while Frank 
moved restlossly about tho room. Above 
there was only a dim glimmor of atar- 
light on tho semi-opaquo square in the 
roof. Nugent had roped over 
tho, wails, the door, in, the faint hope of 
finding somo chanco of excape. “But the 
walls wero of: solid wood. Nugent had 
& pocket-knifo in his pocket but it 
could have dono nothing more than 
seratch tho hard teak-wood of tho walls. 
‘Tho floor was tho bare earth. 


Snore! 

Nugont was glad that Bunter could 
stoop for the fieOwl's sake. But he 
could not close, his own eyes. 


From tho silent houso no sound 
reached his oars. Tt was past, sunset 
now, and apparently they wero eft for 
tho ‘night. Long, long woary hours 
wore before him; and what was to 
follow? 

‘That by this timo they were searched 
for, that Ferrers Locko would leave no 
stoho unturned to find and resco 
them, ‘Nugent was sure. But ho had 
little hope. ‘They were hidden away in 
tho native quarter of Singaporo, in ¢ 

Janes and, atlos 


midst of mazo of 
and native housos, and huts, and there 
was no clue to guide the rescuers. 
For what purpose they wero held 
risoners Frank had not yot guessod. 
fut, ho could not doubt that they were 
in the power of Wun Lung’s enemics— 
the tong of which tho Mandarin 
Tang Wang was the chief. And ho 
knew, beyond the possibility of doubt, 
that they were in the shadow of death. 
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Like a caged anima! Nugent moved 
restlessly about the room, while Bunter 


od. 
‘He threw himself down at last, wear 
ans, dispirited, and pillowed. bs head 
‘on his arm and tried to sleep. 

He closed ‘bis eyes, but sleep would 
not come. 

In the silence and stillness of the 
room ‘there was “af 


ig of Bunter. 

Nugent did not heed it for a time. 
Bat suddenly he gave a ory and started 
up as something soft and slimy touched 
his face. As ho started up « scared rat 
scuttled away from him, and for s 
second Nugent caugbt the gleam of its 
green eyes in tho gloom. 

He shuddered. . 

"he scampering and rustling ccased. 
‘There had. beon several of the Fate; bub 
they had been scared away by Nugent's 
movement. 

Ho did not Iie down again. Th 
thought of rats crawling over him as 
he laid was too horrible. 

But as he moved about s new idea 
fan to work in his mind. ‘The rats 
gone, and evidently they hada 
‘of ingress to the hidden room, and 
scuttled out by the way they hed como. 
There was some sort of an opening 
the room—if only. « rat-hole. 

‘Ho found it in a few minutes. 

Under one of tho walls was a hole of 
two or throo inchos in. diam 
smell of tho rats lingered in 
Nugent opened tho largest blado of 
his pocket-knife, and hacked and 
toraped at tho. earth roynd tho hole, 
enlarging tho opening. 

‘Then ho thrust his hand into it under 

9 wall. 

Ho had guessed already, and now ho 
was sure; the teak wall tested on tho 
furface of the ground. without. any 
sort of masonry foundation. 


Tho floor, though caly of carth, was 
stamped hard; it felt as hard as bricks 
under his feet. But once tho surface 
‘was broken it was softer undorneath. 
With bis knife gripped hard, Nugent 
hacked and hacked at tho ‘rat 


Toosening the earth, and then dragging” 


it away with his han¢ 


‘To onlarge the opening suficiently tof 


Adjoining room, that was the thought 
in bis mind, Hi i 

He hacked and jabbed, and tore at 
tho loosening “earth, and dragged it 
away in handfuls. it was hard work; 
ie'was hot; and tho dust that rose 
almost choked him. ‘But he kept on 
mentally. 

‘For Ralf an hour he worked with 
scarce a pauso; and by that time he 
could past his whole stm through the 
hole under the wall, “He found, too, 
that there wore Terge stones. mixed in 
tho. earth, which he loctened and 


perspiring, 
‘more than ev 
over to Bunter 
and by & fat shoulder. 
‘Groooogh ™ 


“Wako up, Bunter!” 


jeter, and 8 kno 


g You it's & ‘chance to got 


THE MAGNET 
“Ow! Boast! 


"Tain’t rising bell”: 
mumbled Bunter, 

Nugent shook him again. 

“Wake up, you fat idiot!” 

Bunter’s eyes opened. and he blinked 
drowsily at Nugent. 

£Wharrer marrer? Lemme alone 


“Wako up, fathead!” snapped 
Nugent “impationtly.” “I've a 
way out, We've got a chance of getting 
out of this!” 


™ eaid Bunter. And ho eat v 
and rubbed his eyes, for 
spectacles, and jammed thom on 


ave they left the door 


“We can if wo 
“All right, old 


lly, Nugent 
“You're to help, you fat chump! 
ly arms at if 


you.” 
“You fat villain! 
and take your turn.” 
“I-1'd rathor 


Tako this knifo 


Pieces if 
sehr and work P hitged 
‘an't you understand that 
of our lives? Do you 
silly bead cut off to- 


Pile, i zou fab champ 


I tell 
if wo 
can get into the noxt room wo may 
get out of the house——" 

“I—TI don't think there’s muoh in it, 


old chap! II think perhaps we'd 
better leave it till the morning. You 
seo—whooop! If you kick mo again, 
you beast——” 

‘Nugent kicked him again and again, 
Billy Bunter scrambled to his foot, He 
was sleepy, but thero was evidently no 


sleep for Buntor. Bunter could sleep 
undor most i it 


“Go it, you fat slacker!” 

Bunter groaned, took the pocket-kni 
sad startod, Nugent rested for 
noxt effort, kicking Bunter occasionally 
when the fet junior slacked down. 
With many 8 grunt and a groan tho 
Owl of the Romove worked till Nugent 
was rested and once moro took the 
Knife from him, 

Bunter settled down to sloop again. 
Ho reposed on tho floor for about a 
tenth part of & second, and then # kick 
roused him up, 

“Ow! You besst!” he gasped. 

“Stick to it, you fat fool!” mapped 
Nugent. “‘Serape away the oarth while 
T back it loose, 

“TT say, I'm afraid I should be 
rather in your way—yaroooht If you 
Kick me sgain—wow! All right—I'm 
seraping tho beastly stuff away, ain't 


pas 
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It Mind you don’t cut my fingers. 
Qutb dear wish I was ab Groy- 
friars.” 

“Shut up, you idiot—they may hear 
you—” 

“Beast * 

And they worked in silenco; Nugent 
hacking the earth loose under’ the wal 
and Bunter’s fat hands dragging it 
away, into tho room. In silence, save 
for the dismal groans and grunts of 
Billy Buntor. Even to save his fat life 
Bunter did not like exertion. But there 
was no help for him; he had to take 
his share, and he groaned and grunted 
and laboured. 


‘THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Escape 1 


Oo” ger” groaned Bunter. 
eee een 
“On for 


his wi ‘room, and 
the aight wos yet young. ‘The hope of 
escape spurred him on and steeled him 
against fatigue ‘weariness, 

Bunter, certainly, wanted to escape. 
‘But he was tired and sleepy, and at the 
host of times his fat brain was not very 
active, But for Nugent's constant 


urgings Bunter certainly would havo 
‘ven up the task and settled down to 
leep. 
But 
that. 


rain, 
juntor had no chance of doing 
‘A shove or a kick started him 


to bo rd, and hot, and dusty, 
unplessant and laborious, it had to 


dono, Nugent was spurred on by hope, 
and’ Bunter by Nugent's boot or 
Knuckles. So, sometimes in turns, and 


sometimes together, they laboured on, 
and the exeavation under the teak-wo 
wall grew. 

__A stack of displaced earth was grow- 
jing behind, them, “dragged, ‘ewey by 
Bupter's fat hands as Nugont hacked 
it loon. ‘Dust filled the air and their 
noses and lungs. Bunter coughed and 
Surgled pathetically, hoping thet thete 
sounds of suffering would mako Nugent 
understand that ho really ought to do 
the work while Bunter rested and 
snored, But Frank paid no heed to 
Bunter's sounds of woo, 

Ho put in at least twico, as much 
work es Bunter, and he put it in with- 
out complaint,’ Bunter, undoubtedly, 
complained enough for’ two. 

‘And Nugent was rowarded when ot 
last ho tested the excavation and found 
that he could squeeze through it, 

Tt was a closo squeeze; but he thrust 
Himeelf through and squeezed up on 
tho other side of the wooden wall. 

Tn the next room he lopked about 
him and listened. Tt was quite dark; 
there was e window, bat it was thickly 
shuttered. Nugent struck a match and 
spotted the doorway, which was covered 
by a kind of lattice, 8 good deal liko 
3 venetian blind, in place of a door. 
Ho breathed more frecly as tho match 
‘wont out. Tho way from tho room ley 
‘open as soon as ho was ready. 

“T sagt? A thrilling whisper came 
‘through the hole under the wall. ‘I 
tay, you beast, don't you go away and 
Tease mo! T sey—" 

“Quiet” hissed Nugent. 

“Oh, oll right, if you're still there! 
1 say) I can’t get through—I'm not & 
skinny worm like you- 


Il Teft bet 


“You fat octopus! Work on that 
side while I work on this, and we'll 
soon have it large enough for you—” 
“Buck up, then!” gasped Bunter. 
Bunter's desire to “chuck it” left him 
when ho found himself alone in the 
hidden room, “He did not want to be 
ind in tho power of the, tong 
when Nugent went. His fat hands 
worked industriously at last, seraping 
pitay carth to add to the pile bebind 
"Phe excavation was already large 
enough for any fellow but Bunter to 
queezo through. But Bunter needed 
lenty of spaco. For another hour the: 
worked on either sido of the wall. 
Both were hot and perspiring and bone- 
weary; but tho irksomo task was done 
at last. Billy Bunter made a 
to squecze through, and his 
gnd spectactes glimmered yp at Nugent 
from under tho teak wall, 


SaEnSNennnnEET 
RAISE A LAUGH 


and 
WIN A PENKNIFE 


F. Greenaway, of 24, St. Annes 
toad, Babbacombe, Torquay, S. 

Devon, who has ‘sent the 

following winning effort : 


OBEYING ORDERS! 
‘The keeper strode up 
fhelitte Boy we was fiah 


‘ll right, sir," 
ungeter, with "a 
hm snot. Ashing 
im ‘doing it on the 


3 easy as shelling peas 
only you try! 


you beast—T'm 


‘Nugent grasped o fat hand and 
pulled. Bunter. grunted. and. snorted 
[ike s grampus, and wriggled liko # 
worm, gasping’ and spluttering. His 
fat circumference was caught; but with 


an effort he squirmed through and 


rolled out beside Nugent. 
“Owl ‘Grooogh! Oh dear! 
‘You beast, you nearly pulled my arm 


low yout 
“Quiet, you silly idiot! If they hear 
us—” hissed Nugent. 

Bunter groaned in a lower key. 

‘They sat on the foor for a good 
ten minutes to rest, exhausted by hard 
labour. Nugent was the first to move. 
He rove to his feet end pulled at 
Bunter. 


7 
“Como on,” ho said. “Tt can’t bo 
far from morning now, We'vo got to 


get out before anybody wakes up.” 

“Out Tm tired!” " 

“Get a move on.” 

Nugent, groped to the Jatticed door- 
way. Bunter rolled behind him, 
Quietly Frank drew back the slats and 
Tooked out. 

Almost opposite him was a window of 
giled paper, through which a faint 
light ghimmered. Tt was tho gleam of 
early sunrise. “The night had, been 
spent in undermining the teak wall. 

Thero was no. sound in tho house. 
But Nugent realised that thoro was no 
time to loose; he knew that the Chinese 
are early risers. He passed out into 
the passage, Bunter following him on 
tiptoe. 

‘A sound of steady broathing came 
from an open doorway. Nugent glanced 
it 


in. 
‘Two coolies tay asleep on slecping- 


mats on the floor, Both were sleep: 
Ing soundly. 
junter’s gleamed behind his 


spectacles, as he recognised ono of them 
as the rickshaw man who had ontrapped 
him,” ‘But he was very careful to make 


"They passed 0 
Apparently ther 
the owe, A 


on tiptoe. . 
‘was no one else in 
ater of fact, this 
Jums of Singapore 
from the. residenco 
vory and jade mer 
hant, Ah Feng wad much too cun- 
ning ‘to have tho pri 

house, which 
searched by t 
Ferrers Locke. 


Tt had no other fastening. Slowly, 
softly, Nugent raised o bar and laid 
it on the floor; and then other. 


‘The door opened to his hand, 
“Oh crikey!” breathed Bunter. Hi 
eyes danced behind his spectacles... B 
foro him lay the courtyard into which 
the treacherous rickshaw-man had 
brought him tho provious afternoon. 

They passed quietly out; and Nugent 
shut the door silently.’ Ho looked 
round him. Overhead, the dusky sky 
was turning to & pearly grey ab the 
approach of dawn, 

“T know the way!" gasped Bunter. 
“‘Thore’s the. door that rickshaw beast 
brought me in by, This way.” 

Ho scudded across tho courtyard to 
the low door sct in tho wall. Jt was 
barred; ‘the bars were removed in a 
foxy geconds, Tho ‘door sing. open, 
and they stepped ont into tho alley 
yond. "Nugent closed the door in the 
wall with a gasp of relief 

“Phis is the way they brought you?” 
he, whispered. 

“Yes,” breathed Bunter. 

“Right or, left?” asked Nugent. 

“11 can't remember—" 

“Fathead ” 

“Ob, ‘really, Nugont—” 

“Going on—we've got fo linery, and 


we shall havo to chaneo it? This alley 

must load somewhere,” 
Nugent started down the fiiths, foul: 
aba_run, and Dunter 


smelling alley 
panted after him. Tt led into another 
alley, and then into a narrow street 
So Tae, they had paxied no, one; but 
now threo or foar Malay sailors camo 
swinging along, “and they stared 
curiously at the two. 
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“Put it on,” said Nugent. 
want to get ont of this.” 

“TI say, I'm winded—" 

“Fatheadt Come on.” 

“Beast ! 

Nugent ran, and Bunter puffed and 
blow after him. 

Escapo from tho maze of narrow, 
ditty strects was a difficult matter: 
but the chief thing was to put » good 
distance between them and the prison 
from which they had emerged. Possibly 
tho two coolies who had been left on 
guard there would not miss them when 
thoy swoke; on the other band, they 
and if there was pursuit, » 
y rm of Chinese riff-vatt might 
join in it, Nugont panted on, and 
Bunter puffed and blew, and blew and 
puffed, and, somehow, Kept pace. 

‘Thoy emerged into’ a broader stroct 
at last, then into a wide street shaded 
by trees. Singapore was beginning 
{0 wako now; there was rosy red in 
the castern sky. A little fat Burmese 
driving a donkey-cart came along, and 
he stared at tho two. juniors’ and 
grinned. ‘They were smothcred with 

te dust from head-to foot, dust was 
k in their hair, and caked in per- 


“We 


spiration on their’ faces. Tho little 
jurmeso seemed amused. i 
‘Nugent, struck by a sudden thought, 
hold “up ‘his hand to the man. ‘The 
donkey-driver halted. 

“Wantor carriage, sah?” he asked. 


rhe 
‘Gnglish, sar 


8; 
Yoni 


ip sar? Yes, 
this ghacry 


1d Nugont, 
unter. We 


aftor— 


“What? 


“Brokker !” said Bunter. 
‘Nugent laughed. 


‘THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
Alter Darkness—Light ! 

ARRY WHARTON. loaned on 
the rail of tho Silvor Star, 
and stared towards the shore 
with haggard eyes. 

Dawn was breaking over Singapore; 
verdute-clad hills wore flushed with r 
light, white walls peeped out from, the 
green, the blue waters, glimmered in 
tho stnrisc. Like a picturo, unrolled, 
Singapore sproad out before his sight. 

Wharton's cyes had not closed during 
tho, night. 

Ferrors Locko was absent from the 
yacht. ‘The juniors knew that he was 
busy ashore—with the Singapore 
‘The night was, all that Ferrers 
had to work in, in the morning Ah 
Feng, was coming to the Silver Star 
for his answer. 

Gladly, cagerly, the chums of Groy- 
friars would have’ joined in the search. 
But Locko had biden them remain on 
board; and they had obeyed. ‘They 
knew, too, that their aid would have 
been useless, In all the eity of Singa- 
poro, they did not know where to bogin 
to look for tho missing juniors, 

‘Ah Feng’s ivory and jade shop could 
bo easily founds but. it could not, be 
supposed that tho kidnapped juniors 
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were there. Doubiless it had alread; 
been searched. 4 
of his chum, ached 
jon. His 


3, and his best! Gladly, j 
he would have taken Frank's in 
his unknown prison, in the hands of the 
tong. He could not do that—he could 
do nothing to help him—he could only 
wait, in heartbreaking anxiety. 

For it was borne in upon his mi 
that he would never seo his chum in 
life again. Ferrers Locke was losing 
nota moment; but where was he to 
seek the missing schoolboys? He had 
all Singapore to choose from. At Ah 
Fong's place, it was cortain, they would 
not be found; and watching the ivory 
merchant was futile, for it was fairly 
certain that sinco his visit to the Silver 
Star, he would keep very clear of the 
place where the juniors were im- 
prisoned. 

It was Ah Feng’s game to pretend 
that he was merely a messenger—earry- 
ing a message for the tong-men, because 
he dared not refuse. Indeed, it might 
be the truth, and ndt a pretence at all, 
for all Whatton knew. Anyhow, thers 
was nothing to bo gained from Ah 
Feng, and other clues there were none. 
Nugent and Buntor had simply vanished 


without leaving @ trace ‘bel 
ko had gained time, that was 
Tn the morning he had to answer 
bis answer meant death to the 


was, of course, inconceivable 
Lung should be handed over 
to death to save them. Their Ii 

could not bo ransomed with the life of 
tho Chinese junior. Dear as his chum 
was to. him, Wharton could not have 
thought of that. Ah Feng had laid 
his plan cunningly; but ho would fail, 
so far as that went. And that was 
death to the prisoners—death, probably, 
by torture—death by the ““thousen: 
cuits,” a hideous form of execution 


Wharton shook his nead, 
“There's a chance!” 
Johnny Bull. pee 
“There is @ chance, though it is enor- 
mously small!” said Hurreo Singh, 
shaking his dusky head. 

Wharton gripped the rail with his 
hands. 

If only a fellow could have done 
something! Ho was tempted to call a 
gampan, and go ashore, in spite of 
Ferrors’ Looko's orders.” “Locke. had 
pointed out that, tho enemy would be 
on tho alert, and that tho kidnapping 
of another membor of the party would 
only add to the difficulty. Tt was likely 
hat An Feng had intended to get more 
than two of the schoolboys; likely 
enough, that a good many of the rick- 
shaw coolies who had hailed the juniors 
the previous day had been in his 
employ. | Buntor and Nugent had been 
seized: but probably the others had 
escaped farrowly, Likely enough, if 
‘the juniors wandered about the city 
again, slanting eyes would be watching 

hem. 

“"Tf we could only get news—" mut- 
tered Wharton. 

“Mr. Locke will be back soon,” sid 


Bob. 
“if he comes without Nugent, I shall 
‘go ashore!” ssid Harry. 
‘Bob Cherry nodded. He also bad 
mede up his mind oa that point. 


muttered 


THE MAGNET 


Little Wun Lung came on dock. His 
almond eyes looked to tho shore, and 
then rested on the tormented chums. 

“Mistel Locke no comey yet?” ho said. 

Wharton shook his hes 
“He comey soon,” sai 
“Mo no tinkes he 
Buntoo ! 


savry!” Ah’ Feng Chince—he savy 
Gh plenty. hte go ean 
8 


‘The juniors stared at hin, 

You—vou mean, you'd give yourself 
yp te, tang Wang's en to save 
Nugont?” exclaimed Bob-Cherry. 
“yas you tinea” er 
‘ou can't, you young ass ft. 
Locke would not allow you to do 0, for 
‘one thing.” 


‘The juniors gazod at him in silence, 
Ie was evident that, Wun Lung was in 
earnest, Tho poril was his, and ho 
ould not allow it to fall'on his feiend, 
‘Tho juniors wondered whethor, had Mr, 
Wun Chung Lung beon there, he would 
have allowed his son to make tho 
sacrifice. Tt was likely enough. And 
thoy realisod that Ah’ Feng had cal- 
culated more cunningly than they had 
opposed. 


Yes!” said Hacry, with a» dee 
breath. “Goodnom kaows, Ta jump at 
the chance.” 

“Mo jumpeo!” said Wun Lung. 


Wharton shook his head. 

“The villains! 
tered Bob miserably. “Hallo, hallo, 
hallot ‘Thats @ sampen coming this 


wage Ta 4 ° 
hat oes pling, costo, toe. seas 
at Wan glidio ° yacht, 
Wharton ‘clutched the ‘raf, his 
head gene. 
‘Was he. drossning? 
“Frank (” he 
Bob Cherry 
“Flanky |” 


arton, giddy, hardly believing his 
eyes, held ‘on to the eail and stared at 
the ‘sampan. ‘There were & couple of 
‘Malays in it, but, Wharton's oyes wero 
fixed on a figure that stood up—e figure 
covered with dust—and waved. 
Frank Nugent. it ai 

“A fat figure squatted beside him io 
the sampan. ‘The strengthening sun- 
light glimmered on ® pair of large 
spectacles. A fat hand was waved to 
the juniors storing ovor the rail. 

“Frank!” panted Wharton, 

“Holy smoke!” ejaculated Mr. 
“There are tho boys! Mr. Lock 
with them—whet the thunder——" 

‘Wharton swung himsolf on tho rail 
and made a fiying leap into the sampan 
aa it glided alongside. 

“Frank! It’s you—it’s really you—" 

“You bet, old bean!” 

“T° say, ‘you follows—” squeaked 
Billy Bunter. : 
sgbut, wisi how—wwhat—did Locke 


Tt wos 


ind. 
“No, we haven't seen him.” Nugent 
pressed his chum’s hand. He could read 


EVERY SATURDAY 


in Wharton's face what he had been 
through that long and terrible night. 
All serene now, eld chap.” 

{Thank heaven (> breathed Wharton. 

“T say, you fellows, you might help 
B chap of board—" 

Billy Bunter was helped on board. 
Horree Singh threw a handful of silver 
to the boatman. On deck, the juniors 
surrounded Frank Nugent, almost hug- 
G:Re him’ Bren now they’ could bardh 

live thet they saw hic agara, alive 
and well. It seemed like « miracle to 
then. 

It did not: take long for Nugent to 
tell his story, Billy Bunter did not 
help him with it. Bunter had rolled 
below, in eoarch of breakfast. Bunter's 
voice was heard: 

“Steward! Where’s that man Raw- 
gon? Steward! J say, ‘I'm bungry! 
Steward 

The quer grinned. For once they 
were glad to hear the voice of William 
George Bunter. 

‘Mr. Green had already sent a man 
ashore with 6 bra for Ferrers 
Locke, "Nugent went below to get e 
bath and a change, which he badly 
needed. Bunter was not troubling about 
‘8 bath’ or @ change, which ho needed 

ite as much as Nugent. Trifles like 
those could como later. Bunter was 
eating, His wild adventures in Sing. 
pore had had no effect on Bunter’s 
Tppetite.. Caked with dost, Bunter sat 
at the tablo and fed. ‘Tho juniors kept 
him company ‘while they ‘waited for 


Nugent. 
Vve had 


think 
I should have been strong enough to 
save Nugent, but for that, bowl of stew! 
Tthink ft was mutton— 

“Ho, ha, hat” 

“Blogged if T seo anything. to, cackle 
att” Bunter crammod his mouth, and 
‘Was silent for a moment. “TI say, you 
fellows, the Chinese can cook! They 

ave us a bowl of grub each—luckily, 

jugent didn’t want all his! I think i 
waa mutton—but I fanoy thero was pork 
it, too, Has Nugent told you what 
it tasted like?” r 

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors, 
‘Thoy could laugh now, and they laughed 
Joud end long. 

Bunter looked puzzled. 

“I say, cazye some more ham for me, 
Wharton” 

“Certainly, old chap!” 

“hove the tomatoes this way, Bob!” 

“Hore you aro!” 

“Cut some more bread end butter! 
‘That ass Rawson only cut about a dozen 
slices! Put the butter on thick! Good! 
1 say, zou fellows, T've had an exful 
time.’ But for that bow! of grub—” 


“Make up for lost time now, fatty!” 
soid Horry. 
“What-ho” said Bunter. 


Streot detective’s face as he came below. 

He was nover more pleased to seo 

Nugent and Bunter. The latter, he had 

endeavoured to send back to Greyfriars 

many times; but to sce him now, safe 

and sound, was like a tonic to Ferrers 
re. 


THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

A Surprise for Ab Feng! 
dragon-sail, bright with paint, 
leamed in ‘the morping sun. 
hine—the blazing sunshine of 
Singapore," Aarose the shining 
waters of the harbour the sampan glided 
Tazily. Mr. Ah Feng, soated on @ heap 
of cushions, fenned himself with = 


of ivory, painted with a spray of lilies, 


io 


for Ferrers Locke’s answer, evidently in 
‘complete ignorance of the fect that the 
prisoners had escaped and were now on 
joard the yacht. “And for that reason, 
Locke had told Nugent and Bunter to 
remain below. 

Locke had wondered whether Ah 
Feng would come, and he had believed 
that he would. ‘And if he ceme, tho 


in Baker Street detective did not intend to. 


enlighten him too soon. Had Mr. Ab 


‘The four Chinese came scrambling up the side of the yacht, fo the rescue of thelr 
master, But four seamen with belaying-pins stood ready, and the Chinese were 
Knocked back without ceremony ! 


‘This time “Mr, 
birdcage, but his fan was in evidence, 
and beside him Isy his umbrella. Placid 
and plump, Mr. Ah resposed at ease on 


Ah came without his 


the cushions, smili sntly when faces 
looked at hin over ES vail of the Silver 
ar. 


Ferrers Locke watched tho sampan 
grimly. Mr. Green, the mate, grinned. 
And four members of the Famous Five, 
who were on deck, smiled to one 
another. 

‘Mr. Ab Feng was coming on boord 


seen the escaped juniors on deck, un- 
doubtedly the dregon-sail would ‘have 
been promptly shifted, and tho sampan 
would haya given the yacht a wide 
berth. “That was not what Ferrors 
Locks wanted. He had something to 
say to Mr. Ah Feng—and something to 
do—now that the juniors were safe. 
Locke glanced round at the mate, and 
spoke & fow words in a low voice. Mr. 
Green nodded and grinned, and spoke in 
his turn to a couple of seamen, ‘The 
‘Tue Macxer Liwnany.—No. 1,180. 


wn 


two men kept ngfr at hand, and one of 
them keps im bis band a sliort, knotted 


rope. 
‘Pho. Baker Stroet detective turned 
towards the sampan again, watching the 
Jeigurely approach of Mr.’ Ah Feng. 
“By gum!” murmured Bob Cherry. 
“That yellow merchant is going to bag 
‘a surprise this morning!” 
Tho surprisofulnoss is going to be 
remarked Hurree Jamset Rem 


Singh. 

‘Harry 
@ glint in his eyes, His feelings were 
not amicable towards the man wio had 
Kidnapped his chum, 


Wharton smiled; but there was 


_ That blighter hasn't the faintest 
idea that Franky and Bunter have got 
away, and that his game is up!” 
rematked Johnny Bull. ; 

‘Mr. Ah was @ cunning man, but in 
this instanco hie cunning had rather 
over-reached itself. 

‘Ho knew, of course, that he would be 
under police observation, and he had 
boon very careful not to go near, the 
place whore tho two prisoners ad been 
fonfined. He know that thet hidden den 
Jn ‘tho Singapore slums would never be 
disregarded by the. police; and as. for 
tho escape of the prisoners, that ho had 
‘not thought of es @ possibility. Evi- 
dontly the two cootios who had been left 
oa guard had not brought word to tho 
Chinaman of the escape. 

Te was possible that thoy had not yet 


looked into «the prisoners’ room énd 
found that they were gone. It was 
orders not 


poisblo that they. had str 
‘approach Ah Feng’s residence unless 

But it was more likely that 
they had discovered escape, and 
dared not report it to their master. For 
thoro was little doubt that the | tong 
would inflict death on the wretches who 
had failed in their trust, and so had 


sent for. 


readored all the plotting of Ab Feng 

Ferrers Locke hed little doubt that 
the coolies had discovered the escape of 
‘Nugent and Bunter, and that, instead of 
informing Ah Feng, they had fled in 
terror from Singapore, knowing that 
death would be their portion at the 
hands of the tong. 

‘Obviously, Ah Feng knew nothing 
yet. Ho was coming back for Locke's 
Answer to his demand. He was going 
fo recoive an answer that would surprise 

im. 

Locke had no time to waste at Sings 

‘Ab Feng. Neither was there 
for & court of law, 
ent in tho 
the was 


Chinaman came lightly on board. 
Locke did not give him even tho 
curtest of nods in acknowledgment. 
“This humble ono greets your honour- 
able lordship!” said Ah Fong politely. 
“His loathsomo eyes are brightened by 
looking ,upon your distinguished coun- 
tenance.” 
“You have come for my answor?”” 
“T orawl at your hovourable foot, and 
wait for your excellent word, O born 


before-me!™ answered Ah Feng. 

Disk 8. “Ido 
not think you you have 
deceived me, ‘You are the 
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You are the head of the tong in Singa- 
pore, and it wae by your order that the 
Ero boys were kidnapped and tairen to 
an unknown placa” 

“Who am I to dispute the saying 
fee great a one?” keg Ab Fang. 

et before a noble British judge, can 
this bo made good?” " 

Probably not,” said Locke. 
_ “In Singapore wo live under the noble 
justice of tho British,” said Ah Feng. 
¥Even 20, humble a ‘worm so the ono 
that crawls at your venerable fect. is 
Beane”, by hat” alltosing” jutico 

edo 1 know ‘of this’ mntter? 
Nothing! 7 bear a message from a maa 
whorhides hie name and his faco—e man 
T'know not. I fear to disobey one who 
calls himeclt a tong man. ‘That is all, 
Bor-beforeme. Surely, then, harm 
cannot come to poor Ah’ Feng’ {rom « 
noble Brito juiced” 
ito 20," agreed Locko. 
dad hh am 


feng emiled again, 
‘ait with bumbl 
answer of the hono\ 
“This answor I will 


pationes for tho 
ible lord,” he said, 
jive to the un- 


Locke. 

He made a sign to Mr, Green. 

‘The mate and the two seamen stepped 
forward, and in e moment Ah Feng was 
secured in their strong grasp. 

With all his cool, cunning solf-porscs- 
sion, AB Reng was taken ‘by surprive, 
nd’ the “placidity of hin yellow’ face 
Broke up into lava of distorted rag 
as hands were laid on him. For ja 
morehant, as ho ‘was, Ab Feng was 
“ ta jen ”"—a gentleman of China—and 
the grasp of 
han 


fands—especially foreign 
wes an unforgivable insult to 
euch @ man, The rage of a demon 
flashed in his eyes and burned in his 
face for one moment; then he was calm 
again. 
Hold the acoundret fast!” suid 

Locks. . 

‘Ab Feng controlled hia fury. But, in 

ite of his self-control, tho rago of a 
Send littered in his slant eyes,” Stil, 
hia voice was calm as ho spoko. 

“What does the groat one moan ?’’ he 
asked. “Why is poor Ah Fong seized 
upon Tike @ common esolie? not 
the noble and distinguished lord desire 
me to take his answer back to those who 
have forced me to carry @ message?” 

“I repost that have not deceived 
me, Ah Feng,” said Ferrera Locke. “1 
have no time to waste on you} but you 
shall not oboe it for havin 


going to bo 


‘Then the self-control of the Chinaman 
broke down. ‘The Chinese are perhap: 
the calmest race on earth, but, thoy are 
subject to sudden outbursts of fury, in 
which all the savage Gerceness’ of 
Oriental blood finds full play. Ah Fen 
struggled, yelled, screamed, and cursed, 

‘There was 0 shout from’ the crew of 
the sampan, of surpriso and alarm. 
‘There were four of thom, ell Chinese. 
‘At the maddened yelling’ of Ah Feng 
thoy came scrambling up the side of the 
yacht to the resoue of their master. But 
all was ready for them, Four eeamen, 
‘with belaying-pins, stood ready, and the 
Chinese were knocked back into. the 
sampan without ceremony. 

‘There was no rescue for Ah Feng. 

“Give him three dozen, leid on har 
esid ‘Ferrers Locke to the seaman with 
the knotted rope. 
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A terrible yell broke from Ah Feng 
as the first blow fell. It was not the 
ain, but the humiliation, that mado 
im writhe. Harry Wharton & Co. 
almost shuddered at the expression on 
his fac as he glared at Ferrers Locke. 

‘Foreign dog!” howled Ab Feng. All 
his suave politeness was gone. now. 
“English toad! Vile son of @ scavenger 
dog! For this the lives of the young 
ones shall pay! They shall die by tho 
Goath of a thousand cuts! Even for the 
son of Wun Chung Lung I will not spare 
them! They shall die under the knife, 
and twenty-four hours sball be the time 
of their dying!” 

Lash! \ ‘he knotted rope descended 
‘on the back of the writhing, yelling 
Chinaman, Lash, lash, lash! 

Tt was difficult ‘to recognise Ah Feng 
now ae the smooth, suave Chinaman of ¢ 
few minutes ago. Ho writhed and 
howled like a madman, shrieking out 
curses and bloodcurdling threats, Even 
yet ho belioved that the two kidnapped 
juniors were in his power, and he 
foreamed out the tortures ho would 
inflict on the All pretence and dis- 
guise was abandoned now, all cunning 
and caution. Under the thrashing ot 
the xope's-end the suave Chinaman had 
turned into a howling savage. Ho 
yelled and raved and threatened, foam 
ing at the mout 

‘fash’ after. lash deseended—three 
dozen in all. Then the writhing wretch 
‘was cast loose. 

“Throw him into the seat”? said Locke. 

‘And in, the grasp of the seamen, the 
yelling Chinaman was tossed over the 
ai 

‘His orew dragged him into tho 
sampan, With his brocaded silk robes 
drenched, and sagging round his limbs, 
tho Chinaman squatted in the sampan, 
gasping with fury, his faco livid. He 

lared up at the yacht, yng to speak, 
Choking with passion, ' All that was left 
him. Was. the prospect of a fearful 
reyonge on tho two prisoners whom he 
Bill Delioved to be at his merey in the 
hidden house. But thero was yet one 
more blow to fall on the defeated agent 
of, the mandarin. 

“Nugent! Bunter!” called Locke. 

Frank Nugent and Billy Bunter came 
up from the saloon. ‘Thoy camo to th 
rail, and looked over at the sampan. 

Ah Feng looked at them. His slant 
i ‘tlmost started from his livid 
‘jay, dropped. 

“Scoundie! 1” sad Ferrers Locke. 
“The Pore are hore—and they are safe! 
If they had been harmed, you should 
‘not have escaped with » lashing! Go, 
you: Sop! ‘Get out of my nee 

"Ah Feng sank back on th cushions. 
Ho understood now, and ho seemed to 
crumple under his overwhelming defeat. 
He turned his face away, and the 
sampan glided back to the share. 

Tt was tho last that the Greyfriars 
party saw of Ab Feng. An hour later, 
the Silver Star was steaming out of 
Singapore, bound for the Chins Sea. 


‘THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
In the China Sea! 
“ Bay, rou follows, joe ae is it 
irom Singapore to Hong ‘ong ?” 
Store then a, thousand miles.” 
“Oh crumbs 1” 
“To be.exact, one thousand four hun- 


dred and forty I" said Bob Cherry, “and 
probably a ow extra rods, poles, or 
perches.” 

“Oh dear {” 


Billy Bunter leaned back in the cenvas 
deckchair and grunted. It was a bril- 
Jiant day in the China Sea, That sea, 
famed for its sudden storms, was calm 


and smiling now; the Silver Ster cut 
fcr way. through ig Blue rate 
under © . rf 

the ‘smoke of a big eamer 
loomed against the 

direction 2 Chinese junk’ rolled lazily 


Groyiris 
to themselves. 
“This is a long trip,” said Bunter. 
“T’m not complaining, you know—I'm 
pigpared to sacrifice ‘myself for you 
fellows, as you know. But its 3 jolly 
long trip. I'll bo jolly glad to put my 
feet on dry land again. I'm getting fed- 
up with seeing nobody but you fellows 
every day. 


a 
kickin to let 
Kicking you to let me get you out, you 
“Fatteo ole Bunteo velly funnee!” 
igatan ole, Dust. sollyfannee 
“Well if you land in trouble at Hong 


Kong, don’ expect me to get you aut of 
ES at's all,” said Bunter, Wen ean 


“Thanks, we will! He, ha, ha” 

“Oh, shut up!” enid Bunter peovishl 
“L say, Avs filthy, hot in the China Soa, 
Which’ of you fellows is going to fetch 
me a lemoh-squash?” 

“Tho whichfulness is terrific.” 

“Echo answers which 1” 

“After P've saved your life, Nugent, 


GREYFRIARS 
CORRESPONDENTS. 


No. 12. 


Here's another snappy 
poem by the Greyfri 
rhymester. Be it master, 
senior, or fag, he treats 
‘em all alike, This 
week be selects Mr. 
‘Quelch, Form master of 
the Remove. 


EAR CORA—I fear you won't 
Bless me 

For having neglected my 
niece; 

But with manifold problems to press 


me 
Pee not had a moment of peace! 
The life of a Lower Fourth master 
Is crowded with duties and cares; 
Making furrows come faster and faster, 
‘As well as a host of grey hairs! 


My pupits arcn’t peaceful and plac 
Uty cane’s never long unemployed; 
No wonder my manner is acid, 
No wonder I?m often annoyed. 
Such “hardened young rascals 
Skinner, 
Such elow-wiited scholars as Stott, 
Have made me decidedly thinner, 
And aged me a terrible lot! 


And then there is Bunter, remember, 
He's been a sore trial of tate; 
He telle me the Fifth of November 
Commemorates Aljred the Great! 
His ignorance, dear, is abysmal, 
He eats sticky sweets ina mass; 
Wo wonder I'm dolefut and dismal 
[48 having such boys in my class! 


When lessons are over, my Cora, 
The fingers of Duty stilt beck; 
T find myself seated before a 
Dig budget of popers to check. 
Exams are the bane of existence 
To masters, az welt as to boys? 
1 envy you, dear, at o distance, 
Surrounded by pleasures and joys! 


But when I have posted this letter 
TU have @ whole hour to myself? 
And then, feeling brighter and better, 
PU take down a book from the shelf. 
And, deep in the stories of Dickens, 

Forget I was fecling so glum; 
Already I find my pulses quickens 
At prospect of pleasure to comel 


Enclosed you sill find a remittance, 
A ten-shilling Treasury Note; 

‘Tis willingiy sparéd from my pittance, 
T promised it when I last swrote. 

I know you'll expend it discreetly 
(Dear me! It is time for the post); 

And now I ascribe myself neatly, 
“he Unele who loves you the most!” 


@. coincidence!” remarked 
“Wo feel just tho same. As 


“What 
Nugent. 
‘a matter of fact, Bunier, you're in luek. 

TERE How's that?” 1 

“Well, you've only got to put up with 
us, We've got to put up with you!” 
explained Frank. 

‘You checky ass—" 

“Welt, just think how aweful it would 
be if thero were another fellow like you 
hhere, and you had to put up with him!” 

“Ha, ha, b: 

“That's what you call gratitude, I 
supp2s6l” snecred Bunter. “You've for- 
otten already how I got you out of the 

ands of that Chiok beast at Singa- 
2 


POET haven't forgotten how I got you 
out of bis hends, and had to keep on 


I think you inight fotch me a lemon- 
aquash |” 

"So I willmafter you've saved my 
life” agreed Nugent. 

“Beast! Talk about tho thankless 
tooth of a,sorpent’s child!" said Bunter 
bitterly, “Next time, a Chink gets hold 
of you, Nugent, don’t rely on mo to 
Fescuo you.” 


* chuckled Nugent. 
shall get treated a bit moro 
decently when wo get to, Chunky Bung's 
placo at Hong Kong,” said Bunter. 
EiBlessed if I like being the guest of a 
ellow lieathen, but T suppose there's no 
Zheice in the matter. What sort of a 

laco has Chunky Bung got at Long 

‘ong, Wun Lung?” 
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“Thope 
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“iNo garry Chunky Bung.” 
“I moar father, you young ass.” 
“Name Belong’ fathes, Wun Chung 


sity, Kangtung, what you calle 
Canton.” 


tung . the 
bee 2 Canton?” asked 
“Well, what's | tho _ differenost® a. jawecracking 
yunteg Baniens | Chtnky ‘Bung: and {How the thump do you silly 
‘an Chung Lung are the same, tad one 
aie ier another? 

“No samee.” . lanced round e: his 
“Roti” esid Buater. “One ailly gppoh, Chery el 


idiotic name is as good as another. 
What do you Chinese have such fat- 
headed names for?” 


aving himself out 
of his chair, when onco ho had settled 
down in it, especially after a mez 
‘There was no doubt that they knew that, 
Ho had told them so, often. Yet there 
they sat, indifferent, leaving him lemon- 
sguashlcss, Bunter was used to this sort 
of solfishnossyebut it did not, of course, 
soothe his irritation. 
“Aro thoy cannibals in Chine, Wun 
Lung?” he rosumed, 
Wun Lungs slanting eyes Gashed for 
ent But he answered imperturb- 


Chinese are very fond 
ee think that’ 

“I suppove you, think that 
morted Bunter, “Look hor 


fanny!" 
iH funny 
Tes 


lend “me 


limself vigorously. 

“Phat fan's worth o Giver at least, you 
under,” said Harry Wharton. 

1ow you handle it 

id Bunter. 

He fanned himself vigorously, too 
vigorously, ‘There was a sudden crack 
from sho delicate fa : 

You bleakee my pieceo fan” ejacu- 
lated Wun Lung sorrowful. P 

“The rotten thing snapped! Tako it 
away—it's no good!” Bunter tossed tho 
broken fan back to Wun Lung eroesly. 
“Tsay, you fellows, can't you find me a 
fan somewhere?” 

“Til find you a boot, jolly soon ! said 
Johnny Bull, in a sulphurous voice. 

Bunter grunted and was silent for 
few moments. But William Goorgo 
Bunter was never silent for long. 

“You haven't told me what sort of 
a place Chunky Bung—I mean Wunk 
Ghuoke' Lang—has at Hong Kong,” ho 
said. 

“Father belong me, no lives aloni 
Hong Kong,” ssid Wun Lung. “Ho 
ive "sometimes Shanghai, sometimes 
Canton. Ndw ho stop along Canton.” 

., Well, isn’t Canton at Hong Kong?” 
demanded Bunter. Bunter’s idess of 
Chinese geography were very hazy. 

Won Lung grin 

“You silly ass!" 
“Hong Kong is 


id Harry Wharton. 
British scttlement at 
the mouth” of the Che-Kiang—tho 
Canton River. Canton is s Chinese 
city a Jong way up the river.” 

“Plenty gleat city!” said Wun Lung, 
“Mo tinkee my fliends likee seo gleat 
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spose we mustn’t drop him over- 

board"he, said. “Lets tot about. 8 

bit! T can’t stand any more Bunter.” 
‘The Famous Five left their deck- 


chairs and walked about the deck for 
a change—from Bunter. The Ovl of 
and | having 


the "Remove grunted, 
nobody “upon whom to his con: 
simon be. choad his Srey penta his 
ig epectacles and. went 10 seep. 
‘Tran Lung watched him for a while 
with « grin on his 
he glided quietly. be 
fe came back in s few minutes, and 
squatted on deck behind Bunter’s 
chair, ‘The juniors, strolling by, glanced 
at him curiously. Wun Lung had a 
needle and thread in bis hand. 
“What the thump——” ejaculated 


Bob. 

‘The little Chineo glanced round ané 
put his finger to his lips. ‘Then he re- 
sumed plying needle and thread. 

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob. | “Ho's 
swing Bunter’s clobber to the chair!” 
‘Phe juniors chuckled and strolled on. 


Sige oop te 
Sn Tt wes 
val.’ Tho. Owl of 


Bunter’s 


Bunter, was still snorin 
Lung had finished. Not ti 
sounded the gong to snnounce thet tea 


when Wun 
the steward 
Bunt 


was ready in the saloon did 


awaken. His eyes opened behind hi: 
spectacles, and be gave a deop and 
prolonged yawn. 

“Yow-aw-aw-aw!” 


He removed his spectacles, rubbed his 
eyes, replaced his spectacles, yawned 
again, and grunted. Then he rose—or, 
rather, essayed to rise. To his utter 
amazement the deckchair rose with 
him, as if it was glued to him, and 
Bunter sprawled back again. ‘Then 
thore was a how 


‘Ow! Isay, you fellows! Help!” 


et out of 
weir clung 
to him like @ limpet to a rock. 
Bunter rose the chair rose. His collar, 
tho slack of his jacket and trousers, 
were all sewn securely to the canvas, 
and Bi d_no more get away 

ir than one Siamese twin 
could get away from another. 

What on earth was holding him to 
tho chair Bunter did not know. 
struggled to bis feeb and tho chair 
lifted behind him. He sat down < 
heavily, with tho “result that the chai 
folded up and fattened out on the deck, 
with Bunter @attened out on top. 

‘The roar that eame from Bunter rang 


qellow face. Then Tho 


ir ho moved. 
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fae over thio China Sea and the Gulf of 


Siam. 


‘The stickfulness is terrific.” 
Bunter tried to get up. He =olled 
over sideways, got on his hands and 
knees with tho chsir on hie baok, and 
struggled to his feet. He stood totter- 
ing, with the canvas chair clinging to 

im. 

“"T say, you follows, lend me a hand! 
he yelled. “This beastly chair is stick- 
ing’to me somehow. 

“Ha, ha, ha!” 

‘Bunter grabbed at the chair tchind 
him and strove to drag it 6f But the 
ganvas was too firmly sewn’ for that, 

Chinese aro industrious and 
thorough workers, and Wun Lung had 
done his work well. ‘That chair ‘ras not 
to be wrenched off. 

“Lend mo a hand, 
howled Bunter, 
vappened to this chair? What’ 


you beasts 1!) 
what's 


it stick 2” 


| if you'll have, to! 
chortled Bob Cherry, “That chair's 
sticking to you, Bunter, like a -hell to 


‘Come down to tes, chair and .II"t 


ted Nugent. 
shed fa hay he! 


I sty, you follows—” 

But tho fellows did not heed. They 
wont below chuckling. Wun Luny 
stood ‘curled up with merriment, kn 
Bunter yelled to him. 

“Cone and help 
heathen! Do you he 


me, you .oastly 
ar mo, you yellow 


rotter?, Lend mo a hand, ‘you hoathon 
rs 


‘attee ole Bunteo velly mucheo top- 


polite!” chuckled Wun ung. 
{S'potge me heathen savage, mo no 
elpee.”” 


“I—1 mean, lend mo + hand, dear 
old chap.” : 

“Buntee goey ete coke!” ansivered 
Wun Lung, and ho followed tho chums 
of tho Removo below, unmoved even by 
his sudden promotion from o heathen 

rage to a Gest old chap. 
‘Boast !” roared Bunter. 


“Oh Cour! 


What's the matter with this chair? 
What ig the beastly thing sticking to 
me for? Whoro's that fool of. r ato? 


‘Where's that silly idiot Green?” 
“Eh? 


“Oh, I-I didn't seo you!” duator 
spun found, and the chair spun vith 
him. “I, say, lend me a hand, Mr. 
Green—" 

“You don't want help from a . ¢ 
a silly idiot!” said Mr. Groon gri 

es, I do—I mean you ain’t a fool 


or a silly idiot! I say, lend mo = band 
to. get out of this beastly ohair, it’ 
sticking to me somehow. I aay, don’t 


walk away while I'm talking to you.” 
But Mr. Green did walk away. 
“Lend, moe hand, you grinning 
elled Bunter to 8 chuckling 
seaman, But the man did not ond a 
hand. ‘Perhaps he did not like boing 
addressed a8 8 grinning dummy. 


dummy !” 


Bunter rolled desperately “co. ihe 
saloon stairs. ‘The chair swung behind 
him, part of it trailing on the deck as 


He slipped his fat arms . ut 
of his jacket in the hope of getting rid 
of the weird encumbrance. But the 
canvas was firmly sewn to the :laok of 
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\d_ the chair. still 


hig trousers also, ai 
iy 


adhered.” Seldom did. anybod: - 
thing cling to Billy Bunter as if. it 
could not . But 


r to part with 
tine canvas chair did. 


Tt clattered behind ‘him as he rolled 
furiously to tho cabin stairs, Ho left 
the men on deck in convulsions. Ho 
plunged down the steps, but was 
suddenly stopped. The long-framed 
chair being now ‘only, secured to the 
flack of his trousers, it had naturally 
fallen sideways, and its length was too 
wide for tho width of tho stairs. It 
fpmmed nereas the doorway and held 
unter back. 

Ho clutched hold of the handrail and 
dragged. But tho canvas was stout, and 
‘Wun Lung’s sewing was thorough.’ Ho 
dragged in vain, 

“T say, you follow!” shrieked Bunter, 

“Ha, ha, hal” Goated up from the 
saloon, 


Come and lemme loose I" 

“He, ho, hal” 

“Beasts!” roared Bunter. 

Ho backed on deck—there was no 
other way—grasped tho chair, and 
turned it lengthwise, and started down 
the stairs again, ‘This time he got 
through, and tramped down, the chair 
clattering along with him, 

Ferrers Locke came siong from his 
gsbin as Buntor arrived in the saloon. 
He stared blankly at the crimson, per- 
spiting fat junior, as he staggered in 
with 9 collapsible and collapsed—chair 
dangling behind him, 

“Upon, my word! exclaimed Mr. 
Locke, “What ever have you done this 
for, Bunter? What a very extra- 
ordinary, prank} 


fa, ha, 
“You silly age!” roared Bunter. 


B 


His brocaded silk robes drenched and sagging round his lim} 
Ab Feng was dragged into the sampan. me 


“What?” 

“I—T mean, it's fixed to me! It got 
fixed to me somehow while I was asleep. 
Tcan’t get it off !” 

Ferrera Locke stared, and then burst 
into a laugh. 

“You utterly, absurd boy!” he ex- 
claimed. 1 suppose this is some sort 
of & practical joke! Your clothes are 
sewn to the chair” 

“Oh orikey 

“You boys had better lend Bunter 

jour assistance, I think,” said Ferrers 

ke, and be went up to the deck, 


Inyghiog. 
“All hands!” chuckled Bob Chorry, 
taking @ grasp on tho chair, “Len 


mo a hand with the chair, Johnny! 
Franky, you and Wharton hold Bunter 
by, the ears.” 

“ Yaroooooh I” 

“Somebody must hold you, fathead, 
if wo're to pull the chair off! One of 
you hold his ears and one his nose ! 

“Ha, ho, ba!” 

“Leave ‘my ears alone!” 


shrieked 


Bunter, “Leave my nose alone, you 
ibessts 1 
“Well, hang on to his hair—” 
“Yooooop !” 


“We must hold you somewhere, fat- 


said Bob Cherry. 
where. Now then, go it! 
ull baker !” 

Wharton and Nugent held Bunter. 
Bob and Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh 
wrenched at the chair. Many hands 
Jade light work. ‘Tho stout canvasand 
the stout sewi held; but something 
had to go,andit was tho trousers that 
went. There was a rending sound, and 
Bunter was free. 


“Hold him some- 
Pull devil, 


‘BP 


“Oh crikey! Qh dear! Ow!" 
“Ho, ha, hal? 
“You cackling rotters! I say, you 


fellows, there seems to bo a beastly 
draught hero—” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Bob Cherry. 
“You'd better, go and change yout 
trucks, Bunter. 

“Ha, ba, hal” 

“Ohl” gasped Bunter, Ho gi 
blink at the large patch adhoring to 
the canvas of tho chair, and rolled aw 
to his state-room. He left tho Grey: 
friars juniors almost in hysterics, 


THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Very Hot Colles 1 


“PASS,” said Bob, Cherry, 
T sojmothing Like 


other fellows agrocd 


id they were taking 
‘evoning cofice on deck. A myriad 
jant stars glittered in the dark blue 
vault overhead, mirrored in a. sea that 
seemed as calin as a lake. Tho throb 
of the Silver Star's engines vias the 
only sound on the vast, shadowed sca. 

Northward tho yacht throbbed on 
Urrough tho soft tropical night, under 
tho blazing stars—Singaporo far behind, 
Siam somewhere far away to port, 
Hong Kong still many a long hundred 
miles. ahead. Even Johnny Dull, tho 

ractical, hard-headed one, was in- 

juenced ‘by the soft loveliness of tho 
night, and began to think of poetry and 
music. Ho mentioned that he was sorry 
he hadn't brought his concertina, at 
which bis comrades shuddered, ‘and 
thanked their lucky stars that he 
hada't. 

Bunter sat, morose. 

Bunter did not seem to have ra 
covered from his adventures with the 
chair that had clung to him so fondly. 
He frowned, and brooded, and east dark 
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their 
bi 


a4 
and morose glances at tho cheery, smil- 
ing Wun Lung. Bunter had said 


several times that he would make the 
heathen Chinee sit up, for having sews 
hig down and spoilt his trousers. 

No doubt Bunter was thinking out 
ways and incans. He sat silent aud 
inorose. 

‘Tho steward arrived with coffes on a 
tray. Billy Bunter blinked at him, and 
‘@ gleam camo into his eyes behind his 
sprotactes, 

‘fhe sigit of the coffee-cups seemed to 
havo brought an idea into tho fat 
junige’s labouring brain. 

He, he, he!” he ejaculated suddenly. 

“Hallo, ‘hallo, hallo!" ob Cherry 
looked round. “ds that ono, of Wun 
Lung’s’ fire-crackers going off?” 


“Oh, really, Cherry-—" faa 

“My mistake, old bean! Enjoying 
fifo, what?” 

He, hey. h It was cloar that 


Bunter was entertained about some- 
thing, though it certainly was not clear 
what it was. 
“Well, what's tho jolly old joke 
asked Dob, e 
“Oh! Nothing! I—Z wasn’t think. 
ing of anything, you know. — I'm not 
going to play a trick on Wun Lung.” 
“Oh, my hat!” said Bob blank 
the juniors chuckled. 6 
Bintor rolled from his goat and dis 
appeared below, Harry Wharton & Co, 
looked at one another und grinned. 
Bunter, evidently, was up to some- 


th they wondered 
me back to the deck, when tho 
steward had handed round ‘tho coffee: 


cups. Each of tho fellows hud a saucor 
resting on his knee, and Bunter's coffeo 
stood ou a little bamboo table. 

“Toke sugar, Wun Lung, old chap?” 
asked Bunter, 

"No takeo sugeo, tank 

“Well, take mill, then?” 

“No takeo milkco, tankee,’ 

“Oh!” said Bunter, , 

‘Tho juniors tried to suppress. their 

"Bunter, with great cunning, 
was ovidoutly trying to get at Wun 
Lung’s colleo, for somo, reason known 
only <0 his powerful brain, 

Ho was at a loss for a moment or 
two. But Bunter’s potent intellect was 
working at high pressuro now, spurred 
‘on by the desire to make the heathen 
Chinoo sit up. ' 

Ho gavo sudden lurch, and collided 
with Wun Lung, and knocked his cotfeo 
over. ‘Tho cup wont to tho deck with a 
sash and a staab. 

“Oh, sorry!" gasped Bunter. “I— 
Aida’ 'do that on purpose, you know ! 

“My only hat!” caid Harry, gazing at 
tho Owl of tho Remove, He gazed also 
at’ a tin of mustard, which Bunter 
fondly believed was concealed under a 
fat acm, 

““Bunteo velley clumseo donkeo !” said 
Won Lung. 

“Look here! Don't bother to call the 
steward. I'll feteh you another cup!” 
sald Bunter. 

“Great pip!” 

Had not tho juniors been awaro that 
somo great. thought was working in 
Buntor's podey brain, they would have 
guessed it now—it was 60 extraordinary 
Yor Bunter to offer to do anything for 
anybody. Wun Lung’s almond. oyes 
glimmcred with suppressed merriment, 

‘:Buntoe velly good!” he said. 

“Not at all, old fellow,” said Bunter, 

Ho took Wun Lung’s saucer, and 
rolled avay with it. ‘The juniors ‘gazed 
after him as he disappeared, 

“What on earth Is the’ benighted 
chump up to?” breathed Bob Cherry. 

“Somothing. frightfully deep! 
grinned Nogont, 
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“The docpfulness is terrific!” 
“He's got a tin of mustard!” gasped 
Wharton. “I suppose he's trying to 


bung it into Wun Lurg's coffee—under 
Wun Lung’s nose.” 


Bunter came back to tho deck, bear- 
ing @ frosh cup of coffeo in the saucer, 
He handed it to Wun Lung, who took 
it amiably. 

“Mo taukes Bunteo velly muchee,” he 


Bunter, 


old 
half-clown!” asked 
Wun Lung suddenly. He fixed his 
Glance on tho deck just past Bunter. 

Eh? Yes. Rathor! ‘That's my 
half-crown !” exclaimed Bunter at once, 
“In fact, I heard it drop!” 

‘Ho spun round to pick up tho half- 
crown. 

"Tho moment his back was turned, 
Wun Lung reached out towards the 
bamboo table, and changed his coffee- 
cup for Bunter's. r 

‘Five pairs of eyes wore on him es he 
did so, and five tongues remaitied 
silent. 4 

But five faces wore ecstatic grins. 


LOOK, LADS! 
Another reader wins 
LEATHER POCKET WALLET! 


‘Though Potter and Greene 
oth conteos, 


bove winning Greyfriars 
Limerick was sent in by: F. Davis, 
46, Vernon Road, Edgebaston, 
Birmingham. 


Bunter’s eyes were not on him, of 
course, Bunter's eyos were on the deck, 
searching for the mythical half-crowa, 

“T say, where is itt’ demanded 
Bunter, “I can't sco it I know I 
dropped a half-crown. It’s mince. You 
fellows neodn’t make out it’s 
jelly. yell mine! Where is it, Wun 

sung, 

“Me makeo lil!’ mistake,” said Wun 
Lung. “No balf-clown, only starshine. 
Me velly solly.”” 

“You silly chump!” grunted Bunter. 

He turned back to the table and sat 
down. He took his cup of coffeo—or 
rather, Wun Lung’s cup of coffee, which 
stood in his dropped five Imps 


of sugar ‘and stirred. Over tt 
coffee-cup he blinked at the Chince. 
af you're not drinking your 


nged. 
“aie dliukes Ronee.” is 
‘think T've put anything 
in that coffee,” said Bunter, to make 
asserance, doubly sure, a3 it were. “I 
wouldn't." 

“No tinkee," said Won Lung. 

“As for mustard,” said Bunter, “I 
shouldn't know where to Took for it, 
even if T wanted any.” 

Oh clumbs 


“Drink (it up, old chap,” urged 
“Don't ‘let it got cold. Not 
ik it will get very cold! He, 


‘yours. It's te 
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(Ain't ho a igwel?” gusped Bob 
Cherry, “Ain't he « prize, packet? 
Ain't hoa Machiavelli? "Ain't he the 
deepest old card, ever?” 

“Ha, ba, ha! 

“Ob, really, you fellows—” 

Wun Lung’ sipped his coffee. Bunter 
watched him wit r interest. Ta 
hhis keen interest in Wun Lung ho was 
letting his own coffee get cold. 

Slowly but, surely the Chinese junior 
drank the coffeo, Bunter etared at him. 
He had expected Wun Lung to gasp and 
gurgle, and almost explodo, at swallow- 
ing a cup of coffee charged with mus- 
terd.. Wun Lung did not turn « hair, 
Cortainly, he would haye turned a hair, 
SF not a whioJo pigtail, had hos 
the coffee Bunter hed doctored for him, 
But that doctored coffee was now in 
Bunter’s own hand, though the fat and 
fatuous Owl was happily unconscious of 


it, 

“Well, my, hae!” said Bunter, in utter 
disgust. '“ Those blessed heathens must 
have insides lined with brass,’ 

“Ha, ba, ha!" 

“Did—did that coffee taste all right, 
Wun Lung?” 

“Allee gh ” answered Wun Lung 
blandly, “ Velly nicey coffee.” 

“Well, my hat!” said Bunter. 

He gave a snort of disgust. Tow- 
ever, ho remembered his own coffee, 
which was getting cold by this timo— 
as cold as coifeo could get with a largo 
dose of mustard mixed with. tt 
Evidontly, his little trick bad. failed 
how, Bunter could not guess, unl 
indeed, the heathen Chince " had 
inside lined with brass, 

“Byory eye was fixed on Bunter, fas. 
cinated, as ho raised the cup of cofleo 
to his mouth, 

Bunter did not sip. It was Bunter’s 
way to take things aboard in bulk. Ho 
started with his usual largo mouthful, 


ot re 
“ Yurrerrs ” 
Crash! The coffco-cup went to the 
deck, Smash! ‘Ihe saucer followed it, 
‘Thud! The chair went over as Bunter 
leaped wildly to his feet. 
onkurpragh! | Guceraght 
oop | OuE RUE. Bu 

“Ha M4 he ” Siigkod the 

ot the mustard 


nm 


Grooogh ! 


jenion 


twas hot ! 

1 T’'m poisoned! I'm burns 
ing! Whoop! Help! Water! Fire! 
Murder! Yop! Yaroooogh! Gug-gug- 


sug 
Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Groorotororororrrp 1” gurgled Bun- 
Tispoe suf pampod Bab Ch 
“Hot stil | gaepe erty. 
hha, hat 
you fellows, T—T'm ehook- 
Grocogh How did the 
in my colfco? Yaroooogh t 


ng frantically, Bunter stag- 
in search of a tap, to wat 


“Ha, ba, 2 
“A yeil followed him as be went, 
<Gug-gug-gug |” 

“Har fey ha” 

When Billy Bunter came back to the 
dock smiling faces grected him. | But 
Bunter was not smiling. 
long time Billy Bunter seemed’ to be 
understudying that ancient king who 
nover smiled again, as tho Silver Star 
continued on its journey. 

TEE END. 


(Sext week's Maoxer will contain 
another thrilling yarn in this novel new 
teries, entitled: “THE SCOURGE OF 
THE RED DRAGON!" Make sure of 
ype cop, chums, by ordering it in good 
time, 


THRILL FOLLOWS THRILL IN THIS GREAT WAR STORY. 


THE FLYING SPY! 


GEO. E. ROCHESTER. 


UNTRODUCTION ON PAGE 26) 


By 


Guy Tempest has one chance in @ 
thousand of obtaining the necessary 
evidence to prove that the accusa- 
tion made against him is false 
but he's staking everything on 
thousandth chance! 


In Field-Grey 1 
EYURNING to the wrecked 
Fokker, Guy soated himself. 


How long he would have to 
wait until someone camo ho 
did not know, but he knew that 
the burning Sopwythe would attract 
attention, as the flamea and smoke must 
be visiblo for many miles. 
An hour had almost dragged, its 
weary length when, with a sudden 
bmneas in his oyos,the boy roso to his 
fect. Hurrying towards him, some dis- 
tance away. 3 yet, was squad of 
ol hey came up, led by a 
sorgeant, square-jawod and brutish, and 
wearing’ tho cap button of tho Army of 
Prince Ruprecht of Bayari 
“You have erashed, Horr Loutnant !” 
said tho sergeant gutturally, coming 
rigidly to tho salute. 
net, that not obvious, fool?” retorted 


19 boy. 

‘Tho tergeant glanced towards where 

tho dungaroo-clad body, of Zwolfo. was 

lying nour the smouldering wreck of tho 
pwythe scout. 

‘Ho was not to know, nor did ho guess, 
that Guy had oarried the dead Zwolfo 
thore. And, ‘naturally, he took’ the 
lattor to be the pilot of the bumntout 
scout. 

“Ho is an Englander, that ono, Herr 
Loutnant ?” ho said questioningly. 

“Jawohl!” assonted Guy. “Wo 
fought. Ho cripplod my machine, But 
before I orashed I sent him down in 
Aomes!” 

‘There camo a romblo of adm 
from tho half dozen soldiors 

Liko hi 


identity of the stern-faced boy clad in 
the ficld-grey uniform of the Germen 
Air Force. 

“Where, are you from?” demanded 
Guy harshly of the sergeant. 

"We aro attached to a mobile, anti- 
airovalt battory, Horr Leutnant,” ex- 
plained the sergeant. “Wo pulled ‘up 
on the road fivo kilometres distant when 
wo saw tho smoko of the Englander’s 
Burning machine,” 

"Twill return to the, battery with 
you,” said Guy curtly. “Leave @ man 
on guard hore” 

‘The sergeant did so, and Guy accom 
panied him and the remainder of tho 
squad across tho fivo kilometxes of moor- 
land, which had to bo traversed in 
‘order to reach the road. 

“Tho battery consisted of two 
aireraft guns mounted on lorries w 
had been drawn up in front of a long, 
grey, hut, which was obviously a waysi 

lepot. 

“By our orders, Herr Leutnant,” said 
the sergeant, “we remain here till’ noon. 
Tt you wish it food will be prepared for 
nate 

“I do wish it,” responded the boy. 


“Leutnant Felbe,”” said Baron Karlmann, address- 
ing Guy Tempest 


,,“ you bear a remarkable reseni= 


blanee to a certain notorious traitor—Guido von 


He entored the hut, which was 
furnished with a long trestlo-tablo und 
stiff-backed, wooden chairs. — Around 
tho walls were iron bunks arranged tier 
gn tier. A cooking stove at one end of 
the room and a largo store cupboard 
completed the furnish i 
cention of a telephone 
wall. 

“Where do you go when you leave 
here?” Guy demanded of the sergeant, 
as tho latter placed before him « cup of 
acorn coffee, a chunk of black bread, 
and a slab of aniseed cheese. 


with tho ox- 
tached to the 


“Woe patrol towards Saarbrucken, 
Herr Loutnant,” responded tho 
sergeant. 

Guy nodded. 


‘That is fortunate,” he said, “for 1 
am from the military aerodrome at 
Saarbrucken. I will accompany you on 
tho lorry until we meet with some faster 
conveyance along the road. 

“Very good, Here Leutnant,” replied 
the sergeant. 

With a snap salute he. withdrew, 
leaving Guy alono with the indigestible 
food and hs thoughts ies 

he boy was feeling a grim satis- 
faction ‘with the way ‘things were 
turning out. It was in order to be 
unquestionably accepted as the pilot of 


Sturm 1” 
the wrecked Fokker that ho Jud 
deliberately burned his Sopwyti 


scout. 

In ‘any nse, it, would have been 
perilous business flying that cout an 
farther over German territory. | For its 
red, white, and blue markings, identify- 
ing it as an Allied machine, would have 
made it the object of savage attack by 
every German machino sighting it 

If ho could reach the military acro- 
dromo. at Saarbrucken without being 

upectod—or without being zecognise 
as, the one-time Guido von Sturm—t 
migitt, under cover of darkness, le 
to obtain possession of a mach ing boar- 
ing on wings and fuselage the German 
identification mark of the Tron Cross. 

If ho could possibly get lield of a 
German machine his journey {0 Berlin 
would bo shorn of niany of its perils 
and difficulties. 

For_to Berlin he was determined to 
go. Somewbere in the archives of the 
German Intelligence Burea in the 
Wilhelmstrasse inust be eviclonce thae 
Pedlar Zor bad been sent to France. 

associate nor as a colleague ci 
fempest—bub to assassinate him. 

And the boy was grimly determined 
to obtain that evidence and zeturn with 
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it to France in order to prove that the 
accusation made against him | Pedlar 
Zor had been yilely false. 

There was also the paper which he 
had taken from the library of Dr. Zol- 
hoff that fateful pight when he had 
forced the truth of his birth from the 
man whoin, sinco infaney, he had looked 
upon as his guardian and his friend. 
That paper bore full and comprehen- 
tive details of the German espionage 
service in Britain, 

Guy knew where it was, and he was 
equally determined to return with it as 
udded proof that he was, heart and soul, 
with the eauco of England. 

Guy ‘realised to, tho full that the 
mission he had ect himself was ono 
fraught with tho deadliest of peril. Ho 
ad ono chance ina thousand of pens- 
trating to Berlin and returning in safety 
to thos ine. 

But it was on that thousandth chance 
that he was staking everything | 

Finishing tho makeshift meal, he 
threw himself down on one of the bunks 
fand snatehod a brief two hours’ al 

‘Awukening refresh i 
body, ho indulged in # cold sluice, then 
emerged from the hut and seated him- 
self ou a bench outside. 

Tt was « fine, clear morning, with 
white, fleecy clouds drifting Tesil high 
in tho blu, Kies Gerean, ante aie 

runners were lounging by their mounte 
Sins: tho tarpaulias of which had boen 
pulled off ready for action. ‘The long, 
{nnering musales wore pointing upwards 

hhurtle exploding shrapnel. at 
xI'toachine which, fying east: 
into Germany, might come within 


wivong to. Strasbourr, 
‘ala 


Guy nodded idly, ‘The news filled him 
with no perturbation, for it was ex- 
tremely unlike! 
salvage lorry trom Strasbourg. kuew 
the real Zvolfe. 

Suddenly he tensed, Faint and far 
away, high in the sky to westwards, 
camo’ the faint drone of acro-engines. 
‘Tho sergeant heard it, his trained ear 
detecting, at once a scarce perceptible 


oto in that distant, muffled drone. 
“Englinders! — bo ejaculated, 
“DHSS” 


‘Whicling on his men, he barked : 
“Stand to your guns 1” 

Instantly the German gunners became 
ly alert, 
“You sco, ‘Horr Leutaant,”” explained 
tho sergeant, eagerly, “wo haye our 


guns trained on that cloud.” He 
pointed upwards, “You observe it, 
yea? Well then, wo will fire when the 


Tinglish logs pass beneath it, or pass 
into it. We cannot miss!” 

“Cannot you?” exclaimed Guy, with 
a slow smile, 
tonbging,,We,camnot!” ro. 

rted the | sergeant con- 
fidontly. Watch, | Horr 
Leutnant, and you ‘will, see 
that Iain right, Ab, there 
they come! DH's, as F 
said 
ing so high in the sky 
at they seemed but. slow- 
anoving ‘specks, a squadron 


in mind and D. 


that any aboard tho # 


coming machines intently for a few 
moments whilst the gunners, tonse by 
their guns, awaited his orders. 
"Hold ‘your range!” he 
glasses still prossed to his eyes. 
On came the machines, holding @ 
courso which would take them under. 
neath the white, slowly moving cloud 
on which the anti-aircraft guns were 
“Here they come, Herr Leutnant,”” 
chuckled tho sergeant, “right into tho 
trap which I have laid for them—" 
Then, hershly to his men: 


rapped, 


the fringe of the oloud and become 
starkly silhoustted against its white 
und — 


9's. 
eop firing, you scum!” bellowed 
the sergeant. “Ab, look—the English 
dogs seek the cover ‘of the clouds” 

“Naturally! murmured Guy, with 
an amused smile as tho British 
squadron loader. lifted his formation in 
a stoep climb into the cover afforded 
by tho cloud. 

"The tnanceuvro was such a simple and 
such “an obvious one that the sergeant 
might havo expected it. “But apparently 
he hadn't, for, thrusting his giassoe 
Deck’ inte their “case, “ho. shook 
clenched fist towards the 
machines had disappeared. 

“Curse youl” he roared. 


where 


“I hopo 
you meet’ some of our Fokkors up 
ieee ed Guy stornl; 
“Sorgeant 1” ray juy sternly, 
‘ho sergeant relapsed i010 abuthed 


no. 
“Ceaso fire!” he ordered sullenly, 


turning, to tho gunners will 
have altered their course to avoid our 
shrapnel 1” 


The firing died away; and 10 also 
did the faint, pulsating’ drone of the 
formation continuing its fight east- 
wards. 
“So much for a braggart!” said Guy 
tly, rising to his fect and turning 


Fimand got home, the ser. 
lushing a dull crimson. Donner! 
there woro times when he hated 
these whelps of officers. 

The remainder of tho morning passed 
uneventfully, and as noon approached, 
the gun tarpaulins were lashed into 
place and preparations were made for 
continuing the patrol towards Saat 
brucken. 

Prompt at noon tho lorries moved for- 
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ward, and with tem, cled in the ficld. 
grey uniform of tho’ Fatherland, went 
uy Tempest. 


At the Cafe in the Ladonstrasse 1 
VENING of that samo dey found 
E the Baron Karlmann feeling ‘ex: 
tremely pleased with himself and 
life in general. 

A tall, lithe, fair-haired individual, 
this Baron Karimann; a dandifed, 
sconted Prussian. But one possessed of 
courage. For hed ho not thirty-seven 
Allied machines to his credit? 

Sinco tho passing of Guido von Sturm 
thero were those who hailed the Baron 
Karlmann as the grestest German War 
ace of the 

He had landed Jate that afternoon at 
tho military aerodrome on the outskirts 
of Saarbrucken, and now, ina c 
the Ladenstrasse, he was sented a 
tho guest of honour ata cosy 
dinner. 

His admiring hosts were four_pilote 
from. tho aerodrome—the Hauptmann 
von Arn, the Leuenant Larm, the Lout 
nant Zobel, and the Unter-ofizier Kern, 

‘The dinner was turning out to bo very 
successful indeed, Wine wae flowing 
almost ax fast as talk, and the ve 
wore becoming more hilarious than was 
compatible with either the rank thoy 
held or the uniform they were wearing. 

Seated watching them at near-by 
table was Guy Tempest, in the uniform 
Goals mar cameing. Taleonts 

wolfe that morning. liberal 
Guy had moved from the tablo he had 


Rt 


selected on entering, the cafo to one 
nearer the jovial 


uintette. 


om, a8 he,set covertly scanning 
1 laughing faces, be 
tisfiod that, with the excoption of 
ron Karlmann, he had met nove 
of thom before. 

He had mot the Baron Kezlmann on 
‘ono occasion, two yeara beforehand at 


Mannheim Aerodrome. or OF NOt 
the bagon would recognise him’ as the 
notorious Guido von Sturm, Guy did 
not know. But it risk the boy 


was prepared to take, for somehow ot 
other he intended to’ get into conver: 
sation with these pilot who wore 60 
obviously feom the aerodrome. 

“After all, he had only spoken a fow 
moments with the Baron: Karlmann at 
‘Mannheim, and two years of war can 
change a man and wipe out recollection, 

So, pushing back his chair, Guy rose 
eas feet and crossed to the beron's 

le, 


Kerlmann, 1 belive!” 
a stiff bow. 
A sudden silence fell on the fire, ‘The 
baron stared up at Guy with cold, in- 
quiring gaze. 

“Yes!” he said curtly. 

Guy smiled, although 


is evory nerve 


and muscle was taut, 
“You do not remember 
mo?” he said. 


“No!” retorted the baron. 
“Ido not! And yet——” 
Ho broke off, = pussled 
look’ dawning in’ his eyes, 
“YT am the Leutnant, 
said Guy, giving « fititious 
name, picked at random. "I 
had the honour to mest you 
‘at Karlsruhe some time ago.” 
At Karlaruho! That sounded 
feasible enough. Before being 
ranted © roving commissio 
the baron had been secon 
in command at Karlsruhe 


of D.HG's, fying, in close 
‘V-shaped ' formation, had 
emerged into view. 
Whipping powerful ficld- 
glasses to his eyes, the 
sergeant watched the on 
usenet ere 


‘toes’ The Flectway. 
‘ahd Surcads ais per anna? 
oF oui ates 


Saianing, by te Proprio 


og air asthe” Bole ageats for 
*Gestral Rows Agency. Leer—Saisteny, 


"Gicadiaa Marasise Foxe” Subcop 
fesse, Gardon’ & Osten Lids and 
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Aerodrome. Ho had met many pilots at 
Karlsrube. Possibly he had met this 
young, storn-faced lieutenant. thorc. 

‘Phat ho had met him somowhore he 
was now convinced. ‘The boy's {aco 
was so strangely familiar. But somehow 
the baron didn’t think it was at Karls- 
raho he had met him. 

“Wo shall bo honoured, Herr Leut- 
nant,” he said abruptly but courteously, 
“if you will join us.” 

Guy needed no second asking. And 
after being formally introduced to tho 
Hauptmann Von Arn, the Leutnants 
Larm and Zobel, and the Unter-offizier 
Korn, he seated himself at the table. 

Yes and en T wae saying” remarked 
Yon Arn, resuming a-conversation which 
had been interrupted by the advent of 
Guy, “that ammunition dup contains 


over four tons of high explosive. 
Himmel! When it goes up it will blow 
Ouchy off the map!” 

‘Ouchy | 


Guy Drioked up his ears. Ouchy was a 
Biitish acrodromo south of Nenoy. 
“Brom what height do we bomb? 
ed Loutnant. arm cagerly. 
from filteen thousand 
reaponded Von Arn 
fern picked up his glasa 


feet,” 


* A toast!” he cried. 


was drunk with acclama- 

tion, Guy joining in with the others. 
But the boy was feeling none too 

comfortable, Scarce for a moment, had 


iis feet. 
“Leutnant Felbe,” he said, and ther 
That in his fone which instantly 
ed the attention of his four com: 
anions. “you bear a remarkable. re- 
mblance ¢o 8 certain notorious 


F 
leapt to his feet, 
fou are pleased to mean?” 
blazed. 

“T rofor,” responded Baron Karimann 
harshly, ‘to Guido von Sturm. I have 
ben watching you. “You aro very like 


Gu 


bo 


laugh, “is 
0 not the frst 
one, Horr Baron, to comment on my 
resemblance, to Von St 


‘The. Loutnant Zobel laughed rau- 


gu have my sympathy, Herr, Leute 
nant,” he cried. “Donner! ‘To be 
taken for that black-hearted traitor——” 

‘Terminating tho words with an ox- 
pressive shrug of his shoulders, ho 
Grained his glass, The baron paid no 
heed to him. Still on. his fect and his 
gaze on Guy, he continued: 

“Yes, vory like Von Sturm. Never 
hayo T'seon’a greater resemblance,” 

“Then. you knew Von Sturm?” in- 
quired Guy easily, albeit he knew how 
perilously thin was the ico on which he 
Was treading at that moment. 

“You knew Von Sturm?” he repeated, 
fan tho baron hesitated. 

“Tt ig two years since I met him.” 
admitted tho fatter slowly, “but I do 
not easily forget faces.” 

“No,” said Guy curtly, “but seom- 
ingly you easily confuse them, Berr 
Boron, Whilst Von Sturm_ was bein 
Tanded ‘as our greatest, War ace, 

naturally did not resent the resomblance 
which I bear to him. But since a 
military court has proved him to be a 
traitor Thave found the resemblance 


‘As the machine swept forward 
swept ri 


yurce of great embarrassment. I must 
ask you not to refer to it again! 
Be 


Ho had consumed a considerable 
amount of wine that crening. 80. much 
£0 indeed, that ho had come perilously 
near to making a complete fool of him 
‘He could see now how wild and 
idiotic had beén his vague suspicions 
that this young lieutenant was the 
notorious Guido. von Sturm; suspicions 
engendered solely by the liquor which 
had mounted to his hea 
‘it ‘was absurd, preposterous, to have 
imagined ‘for one moment that this 
young fellow seated here could be the 
Von Sturm who, it was-common know- 
ledge, bad deserted to the British. 
Daron Karlmann hastened 
to make amends. ges 
“Terr Loutnant,” he said, with a 
bow, “a thousand pardons if 1 have 
offended. . It was the similarity im 
feature—” 

Yn feature alone, I am afrai 
an the boy, with «laugh. “Often havo 
I fervently "wished that she similarity 
extended to that skill in the air. whic 
wos Von Sturm's. But thera, 29 
More about it, Herr Baron. You have 
made @ mistake wbich many have made 


® handsomely. 


one of the planes caugnt the baron in the hack 
sent him reeling ! 


before you and many will mako ag: 
Tt is unfortunate”—with » shrug of 
shoulders—“‘but it cannot be helped.” 

His caso of speech and gesture, 
whole attitude, had carried him through 
successfully. He know full well that 
ho had nothing at all to fear now from 
the apologetic baron who, resuming. bi 
seat, began to ply Guy with his atten- 
tions in an obvious effort to make up 
for his former boorishness. 

Ho chattored away, talking volubly 
about ‘the War and his own oxploits, 
punctuating his observations with 
copious draughts from the glass at his 


“A new machine has been given mo, 
Herr Leutnant,” he snid. “A Silber 
kugel seout. "Tt is faster than any 
machino the enrsed Englanders havo on 
the Western Front.” 

“Faster than tho Sopwythe scout?” 
exclaimed Guy incredulously. 

"Yeu" 


“You shall sce it. Un: 
fortunately I leave Saarbrucken with 
Tue Macnee Lapniay.—No. 1,180. 
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the dawn, bat if yox care fo accompany 
nie to the serodron 

"Y shatl be del eat in Guy 
geatettlly, "To be shown your inachine 
hy you im person will be an lonouc 
which 1 will not lightly forget.” 

‘The baron beamed, Fool that he was 
ever to have thought that this most 
exeellent young fellow could be the 
infamous Guido von Sturm, Pah! The 
stupidest of bloekh ‘would nover 

made such a ridiculous mistake. 
ng the machine in this 

T suppose?” said Gay 


pleasantly. 
“No, no,” tho baron hastened to 
assure ‘him, “The raid is being carried 


‘out by the RokKers operating from Ss 


Drucken, \Me, I have a roving cour 
mission: Ido not take part in such 
yaids, "I engage solely on offensive 
patrol.” 


“The raid,” said Guy casually, dra 
ing a bow at venture, “takes place-to- 
morrow, doos it not?” 

TE wae the halfdronken arm who 
answered hin 

"Yes," he said thickly. “Ton 
inachings loave for Ouchy one hour after 
dawn. It will be a great raid. Their 
objective ir the ammunition dump.” 


7#Do yout go?” inquired Guy. 
Larm leaghed upros 
No,” ho responded, ny of 1s 
liere—clse we would not beshere. ‘The 


rf 
pilots detailed for that raid will be 
already abed, You do, not know our 
commandante, it seems.” 

“A. disciplinarian,” commented Guy, 

““Yos," interposed Zobel. “A perfect 
pig, if I may so express myself. It is 
# pleasure indeod to be away from bin 


Tike this fora few hors.” 

promise to show Guy. tho Stlber- 
Kugel scout, the Baron Karlmann, in- 
risted upon ‘the boy accompanying him 
‘out to tho aerodrome. 


A Shock for Baron Karlmann 1 
‘T was tho early hours of, the morn: 
ing when that hilarious party 


THE MAGNET 


EVERY SA’ 


{For with the dawn I shall be gone,” 
he explained. “Not to the lino, mind 
you, for I do not feel like fighting to- 
day. I shall make for Mannheim where 
there is better hospitality and more 
comfortable quarters than there, are at 
this aerodrome of Saarbracken.” 

So Guy accompanied the party out to 
the aerodrome. Reaching there, Von 
Am and his three brother officers went 
to their quartors, whilst Baron Karlmann 
made somewhat uniteadily towards the 
hangars, followed by Guy. 


his 


he commanded the 


on_duty in the hangar, 
‘The mechanics stared at him wonder: 


ingly. 

“You mean at once, Herr Baron 
inquired a sergeant mechanic respect- 
fully. 

“O£ course!” oxploded tho baron. 

Turning, the sergeant rapped out an 
order. ‘Fhe wood-braced canvas door of 
tho hangar was swung open, and~the 
Tittle. black Silbérkugel scout was 
wheeled on to tho tarmac which fronted 
the long line of. haugars. 

‘A faint lightening of the sky to cast- 
wards gave token that the dawn was 
at hand. 

‘Swinging himself up to tho, cockp 
the baron pressed a switch which flooded 
tho dashboard with illumination from 
shaded bulbs. 

“Seo,” he said proudly to Guy, “is 
she not a beauty? And sho is as’ fast 


at seventeon thousand fect as she is at 
seven hundred.” 


iously, “but she 


at?” demanded the 
baron: testily. e East cngine is 
gre of the finest’ acto engines of ‘the 
day. 
‘Guy, shook his head. 
Tdoitt agree,” he said firmly. 


TURDAY. 


Eenst engine is most dificult to start 
up. 4 

‘The baron laughed with gusty con- 
tompt. 

“Pooh 


he exclaimed. “That is all 
you know, my friend. This engine, 
Permit to tell you, will start up with 
tho frst swang of the propeller, ‘The 
ignition cannot bo bettored !” 

Guy smiled inéredulously, and it was 
a smiile which served thoroughly te irti- 
tale Baron Karlmann, 

“Here, you!” he bawled, dropping to 
tho ground and turning’ towards the 
mechanies, “One of you swing that 
propoller.” 

He had switched on, and as one of 
tho dangarce-clad_ mechanies ‘pulled.on 
the propeller the engitio, picked up with 
a Sudden, shattesing roar. 

There!” bellowed 
triumphantly, swinging towards Guy. 
“What have’ you got to say..now—— 
Guy did not answer. ‘Tho instant. the 
engine had burst into lifasho had swuny 
himself ‘agilely into tho caclapit an 
shomped into "tho pilof’s” scat. 
Simultaneously his fingers had closed 
onithe throttle, yanking it open to fall, 
“What aze you doing in that cockpit?” 

With an onraged bellow, BaronsKatl- 
mann ‘leapt forward as the scour surged 
against tho chocks in front of the tyred 
wheols of hc undercarriage. 

‘Tho leading’ ego of the lower plane 
caught him in the back, sending him 
reeling, as tho machine lurched over tho 
chocks ‘and swept forward, 

“Stop. him! seroamod, tho baron, 
“Stop him, you stupid fools!” 

But he was too late. For already the 
Bilberkugel scout was tearing away 
from the hangars with tail up,..And, a3 
tho  startlod , mechanics watehed, ‘tho 
machino soared into tho air.in a steep, 
upward climb, 

(Guy Tempest has got. his full comptes 
Pag orate ope 
reaching ‘his objective—Berlin? Order 
néxt week's MaGNet now, and thus muka 
sure af continuing Me thriting War 
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T puta penny in the bocks, and 
fondly hoped that when I went’ 
and had a peep at it at the ond 
lof the week it woul 
into @ tanner! That 
pamfict on Economy had led me} _ runner”! 
to beleove, anyway t 

‘When Saterday, came, I could 
contain myself no longer. 

‘With @ few hefty strokes of the 
haramer, 1 bashed open the bocks. 

‘Then my faco fell, and T was 
‘a display of fisticuffs, _|too agitated to stoop and pick it 
von ta 8 certain boiled |"P. 3 sxe penny grown? 
wy. It is vogarded as Had the penoy g 

At the bottom of the broken 
munney-bocks was & soll 
coin. 
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konsiga them to the flames? 
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